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TH E RED CROSS GIRLS AT
TH E NATIONAL CAPITAL
CH AP fER I
An Emergency

lIE tiny room in the New Yo rk teneme nt was crowded with noisy, gesticulating people. Scarcely more
a tab le
tha n eig ht feet square, it yet had
and a
n
in a corner where a ma n and woma
, while
girl and two children were seated
ma n in
ng
by the single window was a you
soldier.
the uniform of a Un ited States
out arm
He was leaning forward with an
in his
stre tch ed and his face concealed
arm .
Th e girl at the tab le laughed.
make
"O h, do be quiet, or at least try to
ceeded
a litt le less rac ket ,'' the voice pro
to be
from the soldier. "It is bad enough

T
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ill in a place like this! I thought some one
was going to the hospital to ask for help."
Arising, the young fellow walked with
difficulty across the floor to the farther side
of the small chamber. It was now between
six and seven o'clock in the evening upon
a late February day. A single gas jet
burned in the room, where there was a
pungent odor of cooking. The air was thick
and stale and warm.
"I did send the children to the hospital
to-day and have sent them several times.
I went myself to the settlement and everybody promises help. But they say they are
so busy they can't do more than they can.
I think it's good of us to have her here at
all, and we can't be expected not to talk
and maybe sometimes to laugh.
She
ain't anything to us."
The soldier let his glance drop.
Lying upon a couch was a young girl of
about fifteen or sixteen years old; she had
the hair that is golden in some lights and
silver in others, it was so surprisingly fair.
At the moment her eyes were closed and
her cheeks flushed. Now and then making
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a little restless movement, she utter ed a
sound that was half a sigh, half a moan.
"Yes , it is kind of you, mother. Ther e
are enough of us alrea dy pack ed in these
rooms with me loafing all the time and waiting to get stron g enough to go back to work.
I thou ght when the war was ended and I
was home my troubles would be over!
But even if this girl was ,a stran ger to us,
we could not let her be put out on the
streets, and too sick to know what was
happening to her. Yet that was going -to
take place, as she had not paid her rent in
two weeks before she was ill. The landlord told me he was not going to wait any
longer and said if the hospitals would not
. take care of her, he did not consider it his
business what became of her."
,
- ~,The girl at the table , evide ntly a sister
aflswered good-naturedly:
"I'm sorry if my laughing makes things
worse. You are changed since you came
back from the war, Tim. I suppose being
wounded and seeing what the fellows had
to go throu gh over there would make a
difference. But don' t worry, some one
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will come from the Neighborhood House
this evening. I stopped there myself the
last thing on my way from work and
explained that a young girl had been taken
sick in the room next ours and had no
one to look after her. I told them we did
not know who she was, as she had not
been living in our tenement long and kept
to herself. There were several girls at
the Settlement wearing Red Cross uniforms,
the same uniforms one used to see during
the war. Two of them promised to come
here as soon as they could find a vacant
bed in any of the city hospitals. I am
sure they will keep their word."
Timothy Brackett appeared less anxious,
although still looking down at the girl on
the cot, who seemed entirely unconscious
of her surroundings.
" It is strange not to know her name!"
he murmured, speaking to himself rather
than to any member of his family. "I
suppose as soon as she is well she will be
able to explain why she was living alone in
a place like this. I wish I had asked her
name the day we stopped and talked for

An Emergency

11

a few moments in the hall. She wanted
to know then if I was well enough to go
back to work, or was I taking the Vocational Training the Government is offering
the disabled soldiers? I told her I did not
think much of one's chance, because the
fellows I knew had not had any luck and so
I had not tried to put in my claim. She told
me I was making a mistake and she thought
I ought to study and do better than I had
before the war because that is what the
United States promised her wounded men."
"Do you think she is an American,
Tim?"
The young man smiled.
"More American than we are, Mollie!
I do wish those Red Cross nurses would
turn up, if they promised they would come
they are sure to be here. When the men
were ill in the hospitals abroad and the
nurses made them promises, the promises
were kept even in the midst of an air raid
or a barrage."
There was a silence then and only an old
clock ticked on in a monotonous fashion.
The man at the table, pulling a pipe
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from his pocket, began to smoke; there
was a strong contrast between him and
his son.
Glancing toward the older man, Timothy
Brackett opened his lips to speak again
and then hesitated. His father was not
unkind, but he had been out of work
through the closing down of a shipbuilding
yard where he had been employed during
the war, and had not wished to allow the
young girl who had been taken ill into
their overcrowded quarters.
Limping over to a table, the soldier
returned to his patient with a glass of water
and kneeling beside her tried to persuade
the girl on the pallet to. drink. He thought
he recalled the fashion in which his Red
Cross nurse had lifted him after he was
carried wounded to the hospital near Chateau-Thierry. But apparently nursing was
not so simple as it appeared, as his patient
now showed no sign of knowing what' he
wished her to do.
She looked so young and pathetic and
the boy saw she was totally unsuited to
her present surroundings. What odd chance
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could have brought a young girl who
showed unmistakabl e evidences of refinement and education to live even for a few
weeks alone in an East Side tenement?
He was accustomed to the place himself
and had never lived anywhere else until
the two years spent in France. But even
to him after his return the East Side appeared worse than he recalled it. Human
beings should not be expected to live in
such overcrowded quarters. He and his
sister were fairly well educated and had
often talked of getting the family away
from the present neighborhood, and yet
here he was a useless drag on his family
since his release from the hospital. With
his father out of work, there was no money
to depend upon except his sister's small
wages.
At this moment there was a kaock at the
door.
Timothy Brackett got up from his knees
as promptly as he could manage and almost
instinctively his hand went to his forehead
in a military salute.
Standing outside the door were two Red
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Cross nurses wearing the same character
of uniforms they had worn overseas. To
the former American soldier they looked as
much like ministering angels as they often
had in the past.
The older one stepped quickly forward,
ignoring everyone else in the room. She
had hazel eyes, a long delicate nose, and
thin lips with irregular white teeth. Her
hair was cut short and fell even with the
line of her face.
To the Brackett family, who were originally Irish although the younger members
of the family were born in the United
States, she had a strange, although fascinating appearance. In spite of paying no
attention to them, they experienced no
sensation of embarrass ment before her.
'fhe younger Red Cross nurse produced
an "opposite effect.
Never in her life had Bianca Zoli been
able to conquer her own shyness, which so
long as she could remember had been
mistaken for coldness.
Moreover, she
looked extraordin arily young and pretty
for her present task.
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"We are trying to help with the emergency work at the Neighborhood House,"
she explained while Nora Jamison was
taking the temperature of the little patient
whose appearance was so unexpected in
"We
the midst of her surroundings.
intended being here earlier. But we have
been trying for hours to discover a bed in
any hospital in the city or the nursing
I understood you wished the
homes.
patient taken away immediately."
Nora Jamison glanced up from her examination of the invalid.
"She must be taken away and at once,
Bianca, but as we have no place to take
her, what are we to do?"
Bianca hesitated and in the same instant
glanced at the group of half a dozen faces
surrounding her.
The man of the family and his wife
were standing, the two ch.ildren dinging
to the mother's skirts. The older gid,
who must have been about seventeen or
eighteen, was staring fixedly toward her.
She had a coarse, dark face with bright
blue eyes. The brother,_, still wearing a
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shabby uniform, looked greatly superior
to any member of his family. Unusually
tall, he was now stooping a little and
seemed slightly lame. In spite of his
strong, large features, he had a thin, white
look, as of one who had been suffering from
too long and trying a convalescence.
"Is there no place in this house, no single
room we could rent? We are Red Cross
nurses and would trouble no one else with
the care of the girl. I am afraid she is
very ill."
~ Bianca spoke directly to the young soldier.
He shook his head.
"No, there is no single spot. I am
afraid you do not understand how crowded
the East Side of New York is. You have
never been in this neighborhood before,
have you?"
The Red Cross nurse shook her head.
An instant later, mpving noiselessly, she
also kneeled down beside the girl on the
couch, studying her intently.
"There is only one thing to do, Nora.
Dr. David has promised to be here in a
few moments and I am sure will say as I do
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that we must take this child, whoever
she is, home to Sonya."
"But Mrs. Clark has not finished moving
into her new house and is expecting visitors; and, Bianca, we never saw this young
girl before. Except that she is very ill,
we are not sure what is the trouble," Nora
Jamison whispered, at the same time making her new patient as comfortable as
possible by gently bathing her face, after
having persuaded her to drink the water
vainly proffered a few moments before.
Bianca Zoli frowned.
"I know, Nora, and it does seem a
good deal to ask of Sonya, but there is an
empty room in our new house and you
and I will be able to undertake the nursing. I wonder how many girls Sonya has
rescued before this one? One more will
make but little difference! And this girl
seems so ill and lonely and in need of
friends."
Nora Jamison nodded.
"I wish I had my own little apartment,
then I'd gladly take her with me. I am
alone now and have no responsibilities
2
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unless my little French Jeanne joins me."
A quarter .o f an hour later, the strange
young girl who had been found ill in an East
Side tenement was being driven through
the streets of New York City by Dr. David
Clark, one of the most distinguished surgeons in the United States Army during
the great war. They were accompanied
by the two Red Cross girls, Bianca Zoli
and Nora Jamison.
So sure was Dr. Clark of his wife's
reception of the young girl to whom New
York offered no other shelter that he had
not telephoned.
As a physician he knew that the present
case was urgent.
Among the conditions in which he had ·
just discovered her there was no chance
of saving the girl's life, and although Dr.
Clark was a man · of action and not of
imagination, nevertheless it had struck
even him that there was something incongruous in the contrast between his new
patient and the place in which she had been
living. Plainly the girl was of gentle
breeding and had been delicately reared,
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so that some odd train of circumstances
must have brought her to misfortune.
A few moments before reaching the front
door of his new home on Park Avenue,
Dr. Clark smiled to himself in the darkness.
"I assured Sonya that being married
to a physician would not be an easy life.
I don't believe I dreamed how much we
would pass through together! Now the
war is over, I had promised us both she
should not be drawn into my work as she
has been, and yet here am I bringing her
a new and unknown responsibility to-night."

CHAPTER II
M idcurrents

HE drawing-room was not yet furnished. In the center of the floor
a rug had been placed and a number
of comfortable and beautiful chairs were
drawn up around the fireplace. Behind
them was a wide mahogany table holding
half a dozen books and magazines and a
drawing-room lamp with a rose shade.
Seated near the table with a book in her
hand was a woman, whom at a first glance
one might have regarded as near middle
age, but at a second glance as a great deal
younger, for while her hair was white the
outline of her face was singularly youthful.
Not especially interested in what she
was reading, now and then she glanced up
from -the pages of her book as if listening
for the return of some one. And one saw
that her eyes were almost startlingly blue,
shaded by singularly dark lashes.

T
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"I must confess I do not object to being
left to my own resources for the greater
part of the day, especially with a new
house to be put in order, but when evening
comes I should like one or . two members
of my family with me," she murmured.
"However, I suppose I am selfish. When one
volunteered for Red Cross work during the
war how little one was able to realize the
number of responsibilities that lay ahead!
With the close of war and our return from
Coblenz, our Red Cross work was ended.
Yet scarcely one of the Red Cross girls
who were with me in Europe appears willing
to lay aside her efforts. The Red Cross
Service of Peace holds nearly as much
promise for future work as the service of
war," Sonya Clark concluded, straining her
ears to catch the sound of an approaching
motor car.
Rising, she then walked to her drawingroom window, where there were no curtains
at any of the windows, although the shades
were drawn.
Raising one of the blinds, Sonya looked
out into the street.
,
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Her new home faced Park Avenue, now
piled with banks of snow from a recent
storm. Across on the farther side of the
street the lights were shining in other handsome houses and in splendid apartments.
Beautiful cars were passing up and down
the street, an occasional man or woman
wearing an evening costume hurried past,
intending to enter one of the near-by homes.
Yet the street seemed singularly quiet to
the woman at the window.
"What a change in one's life these past
few months of being at home have wrought
after nearly five years of war and warstricken Europe!" she said speaking aloud.
"In ,all that time seldom have I glanced
out a window at any scene remotely resembling this one. Yet how often in the occa.:
sional moments of rest during our Red
Cross work abroad I used to try to catch
a glimpse of the country or the sky. Tonight I see a picture of a wide stretch of
barren country, cold under the moon, and
overhead, between me and the stars, a
giant battle going on in the air. I wonder
how long I watched that night before our

Midcurrents

23

American aviators were victorious? Now
I must remember never to speak of any of
these past experiences save to the Red
Cross girls.
I am told that American
people already are weary of hearing of
the war and will read no books and see no
plays that bear any reference to it. Well, I
wonder if this is true of the men and women,
the girls and boys, who were together
'over there'? Surely even if we do not
speak we shall never forget! But there,
I have grown weary of my own reminiscences and do wish my husband and the girls
would return. It must be nine o'clock.
What a stupid story I have been attempting to read!"
Turning from the window, Sonya Clark
started to re-cross the room when a sound
outside attracted her attention, or rather
the sudden ending of a noise. A small
motor had drawn up and was stopping
directly in front of the house. She recognized the car as her husband's.
In another moment he had stepped out
of the car. Instead of Nora Jamison and
Bianca Zoli following immediately, there
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appeared to be a good deal of hesitation
and confusion over their alighting.
Idly curious, Sonya was continuing to
watch when she observed her husband
lean inside the car. The instant after
he appeared to be holding in his arms a
figure wrapped in a dark, soft garment
which made the outline difficult to discern.
Then, before Sonya could move, the two
girls in their Red Cross uniforms were
out on the sidewalk trying to be of assistance. Later the entire group moved up
toward the house.
Sonya was there in readiness upon their
arrival, with the front door stretched hospitably open.
"What in the world, David!" she
exclaimed, and then went quickly to the
long sofa in the hall, half covered with
unwrapped pictures and parcels, to make
a place for the figure Dr. Clark was carrying
in his arms.
You have not picked up any one in the
street who has been run over?" she
demanded. You did not by any chance
injure any one yourself?"
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As Dr. David Clark deposited his burden
he shook his head.
"I cannot explain very well now, Sonya.
I want to know if we may use one of the
vacant rooms upstair s for this child for a
few days until I can find some other place
for her. She has not been injured , but
she is very ill."
With a little nod, Sonya spoke softly to
the two girls, Bianca Zoli and Nora Jamiso n.
"The room in the front up on the third
floor has a bed in it and will be quiete r
than any other. Will you girls see that
everyt hing is in readiness? I don't think
there will be any special difficulty in getting
this little girl you have rescued upstair s,
as she seems very frail."
An hour later, Sonya Clark, Dr. Clark
and Bianca Zoli were in the drawing-room
and this time the three of them were seated
about the fire in variou s attitud es of
semi-repose.
"I hope, Sonya, it will not be too much
of an interru ption to you in getting the
house settled to have a patien t unexpe ctedly
thrust upon you," Dr. Clark remarked.
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"One could perhaps apprecia te the problem
of trying to find a place for a wounded
soldier in our overcrowded hospitals in
France, but not to be able to find a refuge
in a great city like New York for a stray
little girl who appears to have neither
friends nor home is well-nigh incredible."
Sonya shook her head.
"Overcro wding appears to be one of the
many problems of the world at present!
But don't worry over me! I am glad enough
to have the strange little girl with us for
a time; in fact, I have been feeling selfish
with this large house on our hands and
knowing the difficulties other people are
having to find homes. Besides, the girl's
story, or perhaps one should say her lack
of story, is interesting. You say you found
her with a poor Irish family in an East
Side tenemen t? She does not look in the
least as if she belonged there. Moreover,
Bianca and Nora both offer to relieve me
entirely of the nursing, and I presume
when our other Red Cross girls hear of our
present situation there will be other volunteers. Bianca, will you please answer
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the telephone, I am sure I heard it ringing?"
: · A few moments later Bianca returned
to the drawing-room.
"It is Nona who is ringing, Sonya,"
she explained. "Nona says she realizes
that it is late, but may she and Captain
Martin stop in and speak to you and Dr.
David for a few moments? They have
something most important they wish to
tell you."
"Yes, tell them to hurry, as I am curious
to know," Sonya answered, casting an
amused glance at her husband, who had
made no protest but wore an expression
suggesting he might have preferred an hour
alone to so late visitors.
A few months before Dr. David Clark
and Mrs. Clark and a number of the Red
Cross girls had returned from the city of
Coblenz, where they had been for some
time after the close of the war with the
American Army of Occupatio n. Soon after
the marriage of Nona Davis and Captain
John Martin had been quietly celebrated
in the home of her friend and co-worker,
Mildred Thornton. Mildred's own mar-
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riage to Lieutenant Wainwright was to
occur in the approaching spring.
But Nona and Captain Martin had been
through many misunderstanding s and many
vicissitudes and so were unwilling to wait
a day longer than necessary.
Indeed,
ever since Captain Martin had in a measure
recovered his sight, after an injury in a
gallant action to save his own men from
disaster in France, he and Nona had
planned to marry as soon as Nona could
give up her Red Cross work abroad.
Captain Martin had refused to marry in
spite of Nona's desire when he feared for
himself a future of blindness.
A quarter of an hour after the ringing
of the telephone at Dr~ Clark's, a young
woman entered the only partly furnished
drawing-room, followed by a man in the
uniform of a United States officer. He
looked a good deal older than his companion. He moved slowly and had his
hand resting upon her arm and yet was
able to recognize the faces of his friends.
Dr. Clark shook hands with Captain
Martin, leading him to a chair, while Nona
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Martin, who had been Nona Davis, put her
arms about Mrs. Clark. She and Sonya
had been devoted friends, .and indeed the
girl and woman owed much to each other's
friendshi p in their past history.
"In truth, Sonya, I cannot grow accustomed to being separate d from you! It
has been ten days since we saw each other,
has it not? But I have understo od that
you were busy with your new house and
Jack and I were trying to reach a definite
decision before we confided in you or
Dr. David. After we were married you
know Jack and I planned a long holiday.
He had been through so much, first with
the fighting and then his terrible injury
and so little hope of recovery. And I,
well, nearly five years I spent as a Red
Cross nurse upon every allied battlefro nt
in Europe one after the other; so I believed
I too had earned a vacation . Yet the
trouble is, Sonya, that after our few
months of leisure, of seeing friends and
enjoying New York, we have already
grown tired of it. Why, every time I pass
one of our soldiers on the street, if he
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happens not to look happy and vigorous
as he should, I want to stop and talk it
over and do something for him. Recently
I have taken to visiting the convalescent
hospitals, which has helped some. My
husband seems more anxious even than I, ,
but, ] ack, will you explain what we have
decided?"
"Why, yes," Captain Martin answered,
"although the details of what we intend
are still indefinite. I think Dr. Clark and
Mrs. Clark will both understand why for
many reasons I want to work for a time
among the soldiers whose eyes have been
injured or destroye~ by the war. During
the months when I faced a future of darkness I learned many things, some of them
practical and some of a different character.
Then Fate was kinder to me than I hoped
and I can see again. Now I want more than
anything else in the world to help the other
fellows who have been less fortunate."
There was a brief silence in the room.
Then Dr. Clark reached over and took
the younger man's hand.
"May I say that I congratulate you
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and envy you and believe you have done
the right and the splendid thing. It is odd
how difficult it is to return to everyday
life after our service in Europe. I am
doing my best to feel my former interest
in my New York City practice, yet I confess there are many hours when, were it
not for Sonya, I want nothing else but to
continue to look after the boys who are
not yet cured of their wounds."
"And why am I a barrier?" Sonya
inquired, glancing at no one, not even her
husband, but toward the leaping flames
in the gratct.
"Why, because you have had enough of
hard times and of Red Cross work, Sonya,
and you and Bianca deserve your own
home amid pleasant surroundings, which
I could not afford as a Red Cross doctor."
Sonya continued to look at the fire.
"So that is your reason? Well, I have
my own confession to make. In these
past weeks when I have been attempting
to set my new house in order all the time
I have had a vision of a different character
of home; instead of a city house on Fifth
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Avenue, a big, rambling country place
with a wide veranda, flower beds in front of
the house, a kitchen garden, a stream,
perhaps a view of the hills and the sea
and sky. And in and out my house and
garden are soldiers not yet recovered from
their wounds, growing strong and well
again. I have even in my own mind given
my house a name. It is called 'The House
of the Golden Wish.' The wish is that we
may do for our soldiers what they have done
for us, give them peace and prosperity and
a new future, with the world of their own
choosing like an open road before them."

.•

CHAPTER III
"The House of the Golden Wish"
HE house itself was gray, the silver
gray wrought by atmosphere, by
winds and water and the sun.
. .
It faced a gn~at river possibly about a
quarter of a mile away, although the grounds
surrounding the house came nearly down
to the river's bank. This afternoon in
April the trees were everywhere in bud
about the pl~ce, save those which were
in blossom. The snowball bushes . hung
w~ighted with crystal balls, the lilacs waved
lavender crests, the wide bushes with small
flowers the color of henna and of inde~cribable sweetness, .the calycanthus, outrivaled the . fragrance of the other flowers.
Over the la·wn, green with the perfect
-spring-time greenness, tulip and hyacinth
beds made splashes of radiant color.
Walking about the grounds were a dozen
or more soldiers still wearing their uniforms, ·and four or five girls.
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"This is the most beautiful place in the
world and I feel sure that if a fellow can't
get well here he is past hope. When he is
transplanted heaven will look a good deal
like it."
"But, Major Jimmie, that is too great a
compliment even for 'The House of the
Golden Wish,'" Sonya Clark remonstrated,
addressing a young American officer, protesting and yet looking as if she agreed
with him.
The young officer was seated in a wheeled
chair facing the river. He had a round
boyish face, brown eyes and hair of nearly
the same shade. Yet the bones of his
face showed too plainly and there were
hollows in his cheeks and shadows under
his eyes.
"But suppose I never. had met you and
Dr. Clark in France, Mrs. Clark, and never
become your friends when we were stationed
in Coblenz? Do you know I was invalided
home to the United States with scarcely
an intimate friend here to welcome me?
Until I was ordered to France I had spent
a good many years at West P9int and after
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my mother's death lost touch with my
friends in my old ~ome. Now to be with
my Red Cross friends again is better luck
than I hoped for. Tell me, won't you,
how you and Dr. Clark managed to acquire
this enchanted place and how you have
brought together so many of your former
Red Cross nurses and your old hospital
staff?"
"Are you sure it would not tire you to
hear the story, Major Hersey?" Sonya
queried. "It is a better story than a
fairy story that I have to tell, since it is
a human story and human kindness and
generosity are more valuable than fairy
gold.
"You see, when our Red Cross staff,
which had been together so long in Europe,
first returned home to the United States,
we had· no other plan than to separate and
go our so very different ways, meeting now
and then when we could for the sake of old
times, yet each one of us firmly determined
to go back to the kind of life known before
the war. My husband arranged to resign
and to re-establish the wealthy practice
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in New York City he had before the need
for his services by the Government. I was
to keep house and at a .rather late season
in an unconventional existence I was at
last to take. my proper place in society.
A worth-~hile thing to , do, and entirely
appropriate to a successful -physician's wife,
but may I unburden myself to you? The
prospect weighed upon me as a nightmare.
I did not like to confess this even to my
husband, but I was originally, a Russian
woman before I became an · American
citizen and had been through many experiences which 'I never felt were the proper
background. for the life which seemed to lie
ahead of me. In my heart of hearts I ·was
frightened and a little bored. Then one
night, quite by acddent, I discovered ·~hat
Dr. ~lark had no longer any wish to regain
his fashionable practice and was only
resigning from the .Red Cross for my sake.
It is extraordinary, Major Jimmie, and if
you marry, .please remember what I tell you.
The people in this world who are most
intimate and most devoted are those who
most often fail
in confidence
with
each other,
'
.
:
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one fearing to disappoint or wound the
other. I had no desire for money; · I have
already possessed it and given it up for
things · which I cared .more about."
"Yet a place such as this represents a
fortune, Mrs. Clark. · Surely the United
States government is not taking · care of
her disabled soldiers in the luxury and
-beauty of surroundings such as · these,"
Major James Hersey protested, allowing
his glance to wander over the splendid
lawn to the house set · like a silver jewel
in its midst.
Sonya Clark laughed.
"No, the circumstance ·is unusual, and I
confess not strictly in accordance with
military · arrangements. But Dr. Clark
and I, perhaps through influence, or maybe
this time the fairies, are working under what
I can only describe as a special dispensation.
This wonderful place is a gift, or rather a
loan, to be devoted to the purpose of
'bringing back health and vigor to as many
disabled soldiers as we can accommodate.
The place is the propert y of an extremely
·wealthy, elderly man, Colonel C4urchill.
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He was not satisfied with his gifts to the
Red Cross during the war, or at least did
not consider his obligation at an end.
He had no son to go across and was too
old to go himself, and now says this place
is offered to us for its present use in memory
of the son he never had, for the service of
the boys who are living under his roof and
are now his sons by adoption. But I
won;t go into all the details, except to say
that Dr. Clark and Colonel Churchill saw
each other a number of times to make
the necessary arrangements. As Colonel
Churchill has great influence in Washington,
it was agreed that we care for a limited
number of disabled soldiers who otherwise
might be neglected. As soon as we learned
you had been invalided home from Coblenz,
Dr. Clark was able to write immediately
and ask you if you cared to come to us."
Major Jimmie Hersey smiled gratefully.
"Lucky fellow that I am! I thought
when I was ordered home from my work
as an officer with the American troops on
the Rhine that I was the unluck.iest man
alive. Now I am not so sure. Whether I

J
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pull through or not, I shall always be glad
to have been with my former Red Cross
friends. By the way, Mrs. Clark, you
have so many of the Red Cross girls here
with you near the National Capital, do
you know what has become of the young
Countess Charlotta Scherin who ran away
so unceremoniously from her home in
Luxembur g rather than marry the elderly
German? Her one desire, she used to tell
me, was to become an American Red Cross
girl."
During his interrogation Major Jimmie
was smiling and yet as his eyes rested on
the great American River not many yards
away, he was seeing a mental vision of
another river, the Rhine, which at that
time lay in an enemy country. He was
·saying good-by to the same youthful little
Countess of whose whereabouts he had
learned nothing. Yet in parting she had
said to him and he could still recall almost
her exact words: "Good-by , I shall look
forward to our meeting again."
"Oh, Charlotta Scherin may appear any
day to see us," Sonya answered. She is
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at presen_t . traveling through the United
States and I am afraid leading her English
chaperon, poor Miss. Susan Pringle, a
somewhat exhausting life. Charlotta and
Bianca are devoted friends and write each
other frequently. Now.I must say good-by
to you for the present as I · am expecting
another of my Red Cross girls at any
I don't know whether you
moment.
remember her, Theodosia Thompson, a
Kentucky girl, who was with us in Coblenz. She confided to us there that she
hated nursing and as soon as she could
return home wished to undertake the work
she loved. She has been studying sin~e,
professional dancing, I believe, and recitation. Nevertheless, I received an imploring.
letter from her the other day saying she
wanted to make a confession. She too
cannot make up her mind to surrender her
Red Cross work altogether and wished
to. learn ·if I could make her useful. We
are to talk over the situation together this
afternoon. When you are tired and wish
to come into . the house, signal and one of
the soldiers . or one- of the Red Cross girls .
wlll help you."
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"So rry to be such a nuisance!" Maj or
Hers ey mut tere d, feeling the anger that
always afflicted him at the thou ght of his
pres ent helplessness, it being a part of his
cure that he should remain quie t near ly all
the time.
The n as Sonya Clar k moved away and
he turn ed f.rom surveying her handsome,
gracef"Ql presence to look at the little group
approaching him from an opposite direction, he experienced a sensation of se!freproach. ·Aft er all he was not so badl y off,
even if he never got well, as lots of the othe r
fellows who had foug ht side by side with
him! · At the pres ent mom ent he saw
Bianca Zoli walking between two soldiers
with a hand slipped in an arm of each one
of them to keep them from stumbling.
Walking beside them was Cap tain Jack
Mar tin with his wife, who had been Non a
Dav is. He had met her in Euro pe. The y
were talk ing together. Behind them only
a few feet awa y was a much younger girl,
slight and delicate, whom .Maj or Hers ey
had not seen before.
·"I mus t some day ask Bianca l.oli to tell
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me what news she has had from the Countess Charlo tta. I remem ber they were
devote d to each other and think the impetu ous little Countess and I owed our original
intima cy to Bianca Zoli's illness. Curiou s
if we should meet again! Perhap s better
not-fo r me! However, I won't attemp t to
ask questions until I see Miss Zoli alone."
The young officer nodded and called out
greetings to the small group, who, answering, then passed on.
A half hour and still he remain ed outdoors.
Several of his soldier friends had stoppe d
to inquire if h~ did not wish to be wheeled
into the house, but always Major Hersey
had shaken his head.
Indoor s he was apt to grow restless from
so much sitting still, but outdoo rs, particu larly on this exquisite spring afterno on,
there was too much that was lovely to see
and hear to think of oneself. About a
blossoming cherry tree, over. toward the left
of the garden where the orchar d lay, a blue
bird darted , makin g little homing excursions before settlin g down for the night.
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A pair of Baltimo re orioles were lingering
near a clump of lilac bushes not far off.
Farther away Jimmie Hersey became
aware of a low bird-like note of a charact er
he felt sure he had never heard before.
It was sweet and clear and high. And it
came from lower down near~r the ground
than one would have expected.
Puzzled and interested, the young officer
sat up, leaning farther out of his chair and
wishing he were not in honor bound to
remain where he was. However, to have
pursued this particu lar low musical call
would probab ly have been to have lost Jt.
And it was coming nearer.
A few moments later, a girl in a green
dress with a short skirt and coat and wea~
ing agreen tam-o' -shante r, placed her hands
on a low fence rail between the orchard
and the garden of the great house and
vaulted li~htly over it. And at this
instant the music ceased.
_ "Major Hersey, you don't remember me,
and I have not had a chance to speak to
you before! I am so glad you are here to
grow strong·again with Dr. and Mrs. Clark.
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I am Nora Jamison. We. met in Coblenz.
You recall that you once warned me not to
come to the Germa n home where you were
quarte red. Yet I would come because I
though t there was something .· ! wished to
find out.'·'
·"Well I remember! · And you did find
out and saved the American Army of
Occupation from a lot of nonsense. Are
you still a Red Cross nurse, Miss Jamiso n?"
Nora nodded.
"Yes, but this is my afternoon of freedom
and I have been for a long walk along the
river bank."
·
"And was it you I heard whistling, or
was it singing? I could not tell which it
was."
Nora Jamiso n smiled.
"Neith er, or both. I have been practic ing an old trick I once had. I used to be
able to persuade the birds to come to me.
You see, I was brough t up out west in the
California woods and lived like a little
savage ."
"And were you successful this afternoon?
Can you persua de the birds not to fe~r you?
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Try, won't . you, with those orioles over
there in the lilacs ? I'll keep as still as if I
were a stone image."
The young officer spoke with more excitement and pleasure than he had felt in some
time .
. He had forgotten Nora Jamison completely until she recalled her existence to
him and had not liked her especially in their
former brief acquaintance, had considered
her too odd and fanciful. Well, she was
that still, with her short bobbed hair, her
gray-green eyes under their dark lashes and
her long, sensitive nose ..
·"l fear l shall not be successful. I have
only half .succeeded once or twice this after- .
noon,. b~t nearly always I I?.ave failed.
Still if you think it might enterta in you
and you won't mind keeping absolutely
.
still?"
With a little nod, Nora Jamison dropped
down upon the ground a few feet from the
invalided American officer. In a purely
unconscious fashion she crossed her feet
under her and tilted her head to one side,
now apparen tly oblivious of the presence
of any human companion.
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Puckering her lips she uttered the · clear
sweet call which had attracted the young
officer's attention less than a quarter of an
hour before.
He did continue perfectly quiet and yet
his eyes turned from the quaint figure of the
girl before him to the two birds in the
near-by lilac bush.
What title was it the other Red Cross
nurses had bestowed upon this girl?
"Peter Pan," Jimmie Hersey now recalled
the name. At the same instant he saw the
orioles pause in their own fl.utterings and
appear to listen with almost the same
degree of fascination which he himself
experienced. But they were shy and fearful and plainly uninterested in extending
their acquaintance among the human family.
A second, then a third time Nora Jamison
atter,npted her plaintive, musical call. Then
slipping her hand in the pocket of her coat
she scattered a few crqmbs along the ground
near-by.
Glancing _at each other appealingly,
plainly the orioles were rep ea ting: "Will
you go if I go?"
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Into this fresh call for mutual understanding and sympathy Nora Jamison now
put an added note of appeal. Then the
little brown birds splashed with pure gold
swam forward · almost as if they were
hypnotized, stopped, nibbled at crumbs on
the ground only a foot away. Then one
bolder than the other perched in the girl's
outstretch ed palm.
"I say, but that is a stunt!" Major
Jimmie exclaimed, in his interest and
pleasure forgetting the characteristics of a
stone image. And instantly the spell was
broken.
"I am sorry, Miss Jamison, upon my
word, but I have broken my promise.
Fine thing for an American soldier and
officer to be obliged to confess."
"Yes, and in order to reveal my dis-·
pleasure I am going to wheel you back to
the house at once. It is growing too cold
for one who has peen ill to stay longer out
of doors. As for my little exhibition, it
was really over in any case. And when
things arc over the best way out is to have
the actors disappear ."

CHAPTER ·IV
An Interior

T

HE old house had been the property
of many generations and was of
three stories, long and rambling and
with the addition of a left wing.
Ingenuity had been required for the
proper arrangement of the place to meet
its new and varied household. But in a
measure Sonya's arrangements resembled
the plans of one or two of the smaller hospitals in which she had been located during
the war.
l For herself and husband and the Red
Cross girls the third floor was set apart.
There was also a single guest room.
~ Exclusively reserved for the- soldiers'
use was the entire second floor -with the
large old-fashioned rooms turned into semidormitories in order -to acconimOda te a
larger number. Fortunately there were
four or five small cottages about the place
(U)
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for sleeping purposes and the vocational
trammg . Yet the lower or first floor _of
the house was not materia lly altered; the
great drawing-room with its wide French
windows opening on to the veranda held
the same assortm ent of furnitur e which
had occupied the room for nearly a century ,
tall mahoga ny desks with bookcases above
reaching nearly to the vaulted ceiling,
horsehair sofas of rarely perfect design,
an oval mahoga ny center table and several
smaller ones, a dozen deep-seated arm
chairs and smaller chairs of Sherato n or
Chippendale design. The drawing-room
was in reality two rooms with folding
Yet these doors were
doors between.
present time, having
the
at
seldom closed
no purpose in being, since the room was
used alike by all the residents of the great
house. Across the hall a small room was
devoted to visitors, or for personal confidences in case members of the household
desired privacy.
The library was in the rear of this room,
and when the house originally was loaned
to Sonya and Dr. Clark for its present

•
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purpose the library was musty with the
odor of ancient leather volumes which had
stood upon these self-same shelves unread
and but infrequently dusted in many years.
However, the books recently had been
taken down, cleaned and restored to their
former positions by half a dozen of the
soldiers. A surprising number of them
were being read, although as a matter of
fact the lower shelves containing several
hundred of the later-day novels and biographies, and a gift from Barbara and
Richard Thornton, were more popular.
The library contained only the pieces of
furniture absolutely essential, a large table
and a few comfortable leather chairs, and
although there was .no especial restraint
about the noise that could be made in the
other portions of the house, an unwritten
law demanded silence in the library.
Across the entire back of the house ran
the largest and most attractive of all the
rooms, the dining-room, opening on to a
back porch and commanding a view of the
lawn sloping down to the river.
The kitchen was separate .fro~ the house
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and connected with it by a covered archway;
over the archway twisted and sprawled
a century old grape vine, at this time of
the year its leaves unfurling their graygreen fringe.
The old house boasted a ghost, in fact
several ghosts, but since the arrival of so
large a family as it held at present the ghosts
must have regarded themselves as crowded
out, as so far they had neither been seen
nor heard.
This April morning three girls were
setting the table for luncheon in the diningroom with the windows open and the door
opening upon the back porch ajar.
Bianca Zoli placed · a large flat bowl of
jonquils and tulips in the center of the
table and stood a few feet away gazing
at it admiringly. The youngest of the
girls was painstakingly placing the knives
and forks and spoons in even rows. She
had but lately received the necessary
instructions with regard to her task and was
by no means assured of her ability. The
third girl occasionally removed a glass
from .the sideboard and placed it upon
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the table, but plainly her mind was not
upon her work as it should- have been.
"My dear Charlotta, please look what
you are doing. You have just arranged
three glasses as close together as they can
possibly stand and there are none at all
on the other side of the table. I knew you
would not be able to help Peggy and me.
Why not go into the garden where we'll
join you later? You need a good deal of
added training before you are a success as
a housemaid. I presume you never did
anything of this kind before in your life."
"There you are mistaken, Bianca!" exclaimed the young Countess Charlotta
Scherin. The trouble with me is that I
was thinking of something else. Much
as I hated and detested domestic labors,
you know I have often told you that I was
brought up in a German fashion upon our
estate in Luxemburg, which means that a
due attempt was made to tum me into a
proper housewife. If I am a failure the
fault is mine. You see, I never tried to
learn properly before. Now since Mrs.
Clark tells me that I cannot remain except
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for a short time as a guest at 'The House of
the Golden Wish ' unless I can be useful,
I intend to see that my services become
valuab le in more fashions than one. How
strang e to be here with you, Bianca, after
our odd meeting in Luxem burg! "
The young girl, dartin g across the room,
before Bianc a was aware of her intention,
had flung her arms about her and was
embracing her with surprising ardor, considering the fact that they scarcely had
been separa ted an hour for the past three
or four days, even sleeping togeth er at
night.
The Countess Charl otta Scherin, who
was introd uced in the story known as
"The Red Cross Girls With Persh ing to
Victo ry," possessed a cloud of soft dark hair,
a vivid color and was altoge ther more Latin
than!Anglo-Saxon or Teuto nic in her appearance and tempe ramen t. Her father, a
Germ an by birth, had been a Germ an
sympa thizer during the war in spite of
being a resident of the little Duch y of
Luxemburg. However, Charl otta's mothe r
had been a Frenchwoman, whose daugh ter
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not only shared her characteristics but had
kept her allegiances. Even at a time when
Luxemburg was divided in her faith, the
little Countess Saherin had been an ardent
and outspoken advocate of the Allies.
The following moment Charlotta was
busy with her domestic labors. From one
spot to another she moved with a swiftness
and ease which made lier a fascinating
figure.
.
"Do tell me how you happen to be here
at 'The House of the Golden Wish,' Peggy.
Peggy .Harper is your name, isn't it? It is
such a charming American name! Bianca
has told me a little of your story, but she
is such a ridiculously secretive person herself, never confiding what ·she thinks or
feels. I am the opposite, I always ask
what I wish to know. I suppose I am
curious, but you must not mind because I
am ~nterested. Do sit down in that big
chair and rest while Bianca and I finish
the work. You do not look strong, and you
surely are not old enough for a Red Cross
girl."
. The girl who had been addressed as Peggy
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Harp er, and had been allowed no oppo rtunity to answer the original question in the
flood of words following, shook her head and
smiled.
"No, I am not a Red Cross nurse of
course, although Mrs. Clark is kind enough
to say I may give myself the title of helper.
I am sure I don't mind telling you my history, which is a very simple one compared
to yours. I don't know what would have
become of me had I not been rescued by
the Red Cross abou t two mont hs ago when
I was taken suddenly ill in an East Side
tenem ent. Afterwards Dr. Clark and Mrs.
Clark kept me in their home and cared for
me. I know my · being alone and witho ut
money must have looked strange, and it
was a most unha ppy experience. I came
from my home in a little town in Ten~see
with an old Scotch nurse who has been like
a moth er to my broth er and me since ~ur
own moth er died. We thoug ht we broug ht
enough money with us to wait in New York
several mont hs until my broth er return ed
from · overseas. And we did wait not
several mont hs as we had plann ed but
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eight or nine. Then at the last Nanna
was taken ill and died and the money was
soon gone. You think it strange we had
no friends in New York, yet it was true
that we knew no one save the landlady in
the lodging house, where we had lived
waiting for Martin's home coming. He
had written us when to expect him months
before and we had sent our address. But
when Nanna was no longer with me and
Martin did not come and my money was
vanishing I tried to find work. No one
seemed to need me and so I went to the
cheapest place to live I had ever heard of
in all my life and among such strange people,
some of them not even speaking English.
Bianca says they were immigrants, but
we know nothing of immigrants in our
little village in ·Tennessee."
"But what an extraordinary story!" the
Countess Charlotta exclaimed, pausing and
holding a carving knife poised in the air. ·
Surely you had friends and money at home.
Why, I even considered myself an adventurous female in sailing for the United
States with Susan Pringle to chaperon me
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you
and plen ty of money of my own, while
pair
a
like
nd
and you r old Scotch nur se sou
of path etic bab ies. "
The younger girl's face clouded.
"I hav e wri tten home man y times to
and
the lawyer who has charge of my own
not
my bro ther 's littl e esta te and I can
.
und erst and why he has nev er answered
t
Mrs . Cla rk is good enough to believe wha
has
I hav e told her and late ly she too
t
mus
wri tten . Yet unless ther e is news I
t
soon go bac k home and try to find out wha
go
to
has happened. Only I do not wish
because I keep hoping I may still hea r from
by
Ma rtin . He mus t hav e retu rned home
find
now. The n why does he not try to
e
hav
me? The oth er American soldiers all
retu rne d."
is
"Fi nd you? But , my dea r child, how
are?
you r bro ther to guess where you
nity
infi
Wh y, you are like a tiny speck in
as
and hav e been changing you r residence
ng
stro
if you were an atom being blown by
winds, the winds of circ ums tanc e."
"Do n't discuss the sub ject any furt her,
d in
please, Cha rlot ta,'' Bianca Zoli remarke
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a t.o ne of mild reproach.

"Peggy is not
yet strong enough to endure a great deal
of worry and you might have guessed that
Dr. David and Sonya have applied to the
war office to try to discover if Lieuten ant
Harper has come home to this country , or
what the latest news of him may be."
There was a significant suggestion in
Bianca' s voice which seemed · to satisfy
Charlot ta's curiosity for the momen t at
least. As a matter of fact Bianca was
worn out with the effort to recount in the
last few days all she knew of the life history
of each membe r of their large and curiously
assorted household to her visitor and friend,
Charlo tta Scherin. Accustomed to Charlotta's interest in the lives of the Red Cross
girls she had met in Europe , she had not
expected her curiosity to cover ·a so much
larger field.
· ·
"Do come ·l et us go outdoors, Charlot ta,
you and Peggy. Peggy, perhaps you and l
may be allowed a brief rest while Charlo tta
interviews some one else. I am fond of
you, Charlot ta, as you know, and think you
a beautif ul and thrilling person. Yet I do
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not consider that a Countess should be so
curious, and sometimes you are most
Some of the soldiers are
exhausting.
delighted to recoun t their histories, not that
you seem to care a great deal whethe r your
victim is a willing one."
Charlo tta laughed.
"Wha t a lecture, Bianca! I don't know
what there is in my tempe ramen t that
seems to influence people to lecture me.
I am sure Peggy does not mind my questioning. Do you know, · Peggy, you don't
object to my calling you by your first name?
I wish you would use mine as I detest
absurd to
'Count ess,' and besides it is
I have
States!
use a title in the United
half an idea that if Dr. and Mrs. Clark fail
to get in touch with your soldier brothe r I
shall take it upon myself to find out what
has 'become of him. You are such a dear,
and look as if you had been taken care of
every mome nt of your life. Moreover, I
want an object in my own life. My beloved
old maid chaperon, Susan Pringle, informs
me of this every day. So why not let one
of my objects be to discover your brothe r?

too
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Oh, I know. The idea just occurred to me
this instant, Bianca, so you need not appear
surprised and unsympa thetic. There must
be a first instant for all ideas! Later if
Peggy receives no news, Susan and I will go
home with her to the little southern village
and find out the mystery there."
Bianca gasped and then laughed.
Almost too quickly for her comprehension
Charlott a thought and talked. What an
extraord inary proposal she had just made!
Nevertheless, under certain circumstanc~
were there sufficient romance and adventur e
in the enterprise, Charlott a was capable of
going through with it. She now saw, however, that Peggy Harper, whom she had
helped to rescue two months before, was
utterly bewildered by the young Countess
and had not understood her impetuous
suggestion save in the vaguest fashion.
Outdoors a few moments later, the three
girls were walking arm in arm when Charlotta inquired in a changed tone,
"Bianca , is that Major James Hersey
sitting under the trees in a wheeled chair?
And is the Red Cross girl with him Nora
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Jamison? I noticed they were talking
together after dinner last night. Major
Hersey and I were friends in Coblenz, but
I don't think he likes me at present. He
did not seem pleased to see me when I
arrived at 'The House of the Golden Wish,'
although I said and really meant I was
delighted to meet him again. I believe he
does not approve of my traveling about
with Susan Pringle, but I could not stay in
Luxemburg forever and I did so want to see
the United States."
Charlotta made one of her abrupt pauses,
her brilliant face suddenly serious.
"Bianca, do you think there is any way
in which I too could manage to become a
Red Cross nurse, an American Red Cross
nurse?"

CHAP TER V
The Eternal Equation
ONYA CLAR K considered her presen t
household to embod y more difficulties
than any she so far had encoun tered.
Nevertheless, it possessed this saving ·grace:
seldom were any group of human beings
gather ed under one roof of so great interes t
and importance.
Under her roof she also hoped that a
debt was being paid' and lives remade.
Peace meant something more here than the
opport unity for political argum ent to these
men who had come back from saving the
world. Wound ed and ill, they needed
some return for all they had bestowed beside
promises.
However, althou gh Sonya was a devote d
friend to every soldier in "The House of
the Golden Wish,' ' as had always been the
case in the past, her impor tant responsibilities lay among the Red Cross workers.

S
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The organization of the home was under
the direction of Dr. Clark and Captai12
Martin; Dr. Clark attending to the physical
care of the men and Captain Martin superintending the vocational training.
Miss Blackstone, who had been chief
nurse in a New York hospital, and later in
a Red Cro~s hospital .in France, had heen
pers~aded by Dr. Cl~rk to become a member of his latest household and so Sonya,
relieve4 of thi~ care, could give herself
freely to the domestic interests of her varied
family and to the creation . of what she
hoped represented a home to each one of

them.
In a small house near the large one lived
Nona and Captain Martin with half a
dozen soldiers whose eyes had been injured
during their service abroad. Captain Martin wished to · devote special attention to
them. ·
Above the large stables built many years
before the rooms were given . over to occupational work. Not only were several
trades taught~ but stenography and book.keeping and a variety of studies. Several
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of the instructors made their home in "The
House of the Golden Wish," but the greater
number came each day from Washington,
devoted a few hours to the teaching and
then returned to their families.
·• Sonya Clark considered that it was characteristic of her past to have burdened herself with the added responsibility of a young
girl who had no especial place in "The
House of the Golden Wish" at a time when
she ·needed all her thought and energy for
other purposes.
At this moment she was standing outside
Peggy Harper's door feeling that she had
unfairly neglected the child ever since her
recovery from the illness from which Dr.
Clark, Nora Jamison and Bianca Zoli had
rescued her.
Yet within these weeks she herself had
given up her New York City home and
moved to the splendid old place near the
National Capital. Here she had undertaken
the inspiring task of assisting in the rehabilitation of the wounded American soldiers.
With forty soldiers being cared for, small
wonder that one young girl had suffered
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from neglect!
Nevertheless, Sonya regretted the necessity.
At present she expected to find Peggy
alone, knowing that Nora Jamison, who
shared the room with her, was caring for
one of the soldiers who was ill. Bianca
Zoli had driven into Washington for her
French and music lessons. As it was so
late in the season, Sonya had agreed t hat
Bianca should not enter boarding school
until the coming term.
As a matter of fact, Peggy had been left
largely to Bianca's friendship and influence.
Sonya was not even sure that she understood Peggy, who seemed nearly as reticent
as Bianca had been and with far less practical sense.
As she knocked now on the door and
Peggy opened it, she ' appeared so surprisingly childish for a girl of sixteen that Sonya
repressed an exclamation of surprise. Peggy
was wearing a faded, shrunken white dressing gown and had been lying down. She
held a letter crumpled in her hand and must
.m.ave been crying, as her face plainly
revealed the fact.

I
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"Are you homesick ?" Sonya inquired,
not very t actfully but because it was t he
first thought t hat occurred to her.
"No, Mrs. Clark, I cannot be homesick,
since home means only a little white house
with green shutters in a village street now
empty and deserted. Indeed, I have heard
so little news since I left home I am not
even sure the house still belongs to my
brother and me. It is all very mysterious
and I have just decided that perhaps I had
best not wait any longer for news of my
brother, but go back home immediately. .
There is this difficulty: I shall have to ask
some one to lend me the money to return.
Afterwards, should I find that our own
little estate is gone and my brother never
returns, I will work and earn the money.
You think perhaps I shall not be able to,
and yet I have one accomplishment, one
~ift perhaps it should be called, that I have
never spoken of. I don't know, perhaps I
am a little ashamed of it, and yet were I
forced to use it I think I could earn money
with it."
Sonya frowned.
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"I don't like mysteries, Peggy, particularly not among young girls. If you do not
feel like confiding in me I wish you would
make up your mind to speak freely to
Bianca. You are a good deal alike in
temperament and I am sure she will understand and try to help you. Has the letter
you have just been reading anything to do
with your present state of mind?"
Peggy Harper shook her head.
"No, not definitely, and yet I suppose it
did affect me. My letter is from the young
soldier whose family were so kind to me in
my illness. They were kind to take me into
their little crowded tenement. Several days
ago I wrote to the son, Timothy Brackett,
telling him of 'The House of die Golden
Wish,' and he has just replied, saying that
it sounds like a line of an Irish ballad, 'A
Little Bit of Heaven.' You see, Timothy
Brackett never has been well siace his
return from France and although he has
tried two positions he has not been 1'tJOng
enough to hold either one of them. 'Fhe
father has been out of work and they are
having a hard time to support so laPte a
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family. You remember I went t wice to see
t hem after I recovered and it surprised me
that the son was so superior, better educated than any member of his family. He
seems most unhappy."
P eggy flushed and hesitated.
" M rs. Clark, is it too much of a favor I
d esire to ask you? When I go away could
you t ake Timothy Brackett into 'The
H ouse of the Golden Wish'? He seems not
to know how to secure aid from the government and yet I am sure he would be given
help if only some one understood his case.
He told me that some day perhaps the
U nited States intended to give the soldiers
farms in the west. His great desire is to
get away from the crowded East Side into
the outdoors. He wants before that time
to study scientific farming. But his letter
to me is so discouraging. He says he is
growing weaker each day instead of stronger,
and that he won't be good for anything by
the time help comes, if it ever does!"
Sonya shook her head.
"Yes, I suppose he is discouraged, and I
am sorry. Dr. Clark met the young fellow
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several times when he came to inquire for
you and liked him. I wish 'The House of
the Golden Wish' was large enough to hold
all the soldiers in the country who would
like to live here with us. Yet I am afraid
we have scarcely room even for one more,
and your leaving, Peggy, would make no
difference; a soldier could scarcely t ake
your place. However, if you desire to give
me Timothy Brackett's letter I'll ask Dr.
Clark to read it and see what can be done.
He may be able to offer advice even if we
cannot have the young man here.
" .B ut, Peggy, I don't think you had
better make up your mind to go back home
at once, not for a week or more. It is ·of
this I wish to speak to you. Charlotta
asked me to tell you that she has gone to
Washington to-day to see Colonel Churchill
and to ask his aid in :finding your brother.
You know this is Colonel Churchill's hou.se
we are living in at present, 'The House of
the Golden Wish.' Colonel Churchill has
great wealth and influence in Washington
and it was Charlotta's own idea to enlist
hi~ help for you. Charlotta has undertaken
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what I am afraid I have neglected, Peggy;
both Dr. Clark and I are sorry we have not
been able to make more effort in your behalf.
But I think you may trust the little Countess; Charlotta may be too impetuous, but
she has more energy and enthusiasm than
any one I can think of at this moment. So
you had best stay with us for a while longer.
If your brother is in this part of the world,
Charlotta and Colonel Churchill are fairly
sure to disoover him. Try not to worry;
you have had a tragic year, but things will
be better."
Unexpectedly Peggy Harper's expression altered. Color came into her cheeks
and a shining light into her blue eyes. Her
fair hair, half silver, half gold, and worn
short, was like an aureole.
"Yes,_" she returned, "I have just received the news that better fortune is coming to me very soon. I did not know
whether to believe or not to believe. Now
you have brought this word to me, I feel
I had no right to have had so little faith.
My brother will be restored to me, not
exactly as he was before he sailed to France,
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but if I am p atient everything will come
right in the end."
As she spoke Peggy Harper was not looking toward her companion, but staring at
some invisible object straight ahead.
Was the child under the influence of an
hallucination? Sonya asked herself. From
whom had she received the information she
claimed to have received? Personally she
knew almost nothing of Peggy's character
beyond her surface politeness and gentleness
and but little of her history except its outlines. No human being seemed to have
existed in her life of any importance save
her brother and the old Scotch nurse whom
she called Nanna. Both her mother and
father had died when she was a tiny child.
"But from whom have you received
news, Peggy, of the kind you have just
mentioned to me? It might have been
better to have told Charlotta. Perhaps you
might have helped her in her quest."
Flushing slightly and recalling the presence of Sonya Clark, the young girl shook
her head.
"No, I could be of no ass~tance, as I
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know nothing definite," she answered.
"And I have not received news in which
I think you would believe. In a strange
fashion the word came to me, Mrs. Clark.
You don't believe, do you, that there are
persons who now and then receive information not through the usual channels ? Yet
all my life since I was a very little girl this
has happened to me.
Sometimes years
1tave passed and I have been aware of no
such influences and then suddenly I seem
to know of an event either in my own life
or in some one's else before it takes place."
With a lack of sympathy, Sonya Clark
bit her lip and frowned.
"Are you talking of messages from unseen
sources? If that is what you meant by your
hidden gift, then I am an unbeliever. Moreover, I think experimenting along those lines
is iPad for nearly every one except perhaps
a scientist, and especially so for young girls.
If you think you receive communications
from the other world, I think it due to the
lonely and self-centered existence you muit
have led. I presume your old Scotch nurse
brought you up upon stories of witchcraft
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and magic. When one goes back to the
ancient folk lore the Irish and Scotch are
not so unlike. If you wish to grow to normal and useful womanh ood, leave such ideas
alone, Peggy."
"I thought you would feel in this way,
Mrs. Clark; most persons do, so I am sorry
I mention ed it," Peggy returned courteously, but without making any promise or
appearin g impresse d by the older woman's
point of view.
And when Sonya had gone she went back
to her small writing table and sat there
alone with her pencil held inanima te for
several moments above a sheet of paper.
Then slowly letters began to form and a
few lines of indistinct'"writing appeared .
After reading and re-readin g the lines half
a dozen times Peggy hid them away among
other papers of the same characte r in the
bureau drawer reserved for her few personal
effects.

CHAPTER VI

A Misunderstanding

T

OWARD the close of the same day
Charlotta Scherin, accompanied by
her English chaperon, Susan Pringle,
returned from her visit to Colonel Churchill
in Washington.
It was approaching dusk when she walked
up the long avenue which led to "The House
of the Golden Wish."
Susan Pringle
appeared exhausted from her day of sightseeing in the National Capital, but the little
Countess was apparently possessed of the
same energy with which she had set out
early in the day.
Resting in his chair under a big tree near
the house and loath to go indoors, Major
Jimmie Hersey watched her with an expression it was not altogether easy to understand. Certainly it would have been difficult not to have felt some admiration, the
young girl was so vivid, so keenly alive.
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She was wearing a black hat and a black
dress of some soft, light material and over
it a purple coat which was partly open.
Whether by accident or intention , the combination of colors made her hair and eyes
appear duskier, her skin more clear and
brilliant.
"Why, M ajor Hersey, what are you doing
out here alone? Isn't it time an invalid was
indoors? " she demande d, stopping in front
of the young officer's wheeled chair.
Then she nodded to Miss Pringle.
"Go indoors, Susan, I know you are tired
and I wish to talk to Major Hersey."
Then, as Miss Pringle hesitated ,
"Dear me, Susan, it is perfectly proper.
I won't be more than ten or :fifteen minutes
and all the househol d may join us if they
like. You know, Major Hersey, I believe
people wear themselv es out thinking whether
things may or may not be impropri eties,
perfectly simple, everyday things. I never
intend to allow them to trouble me."
"No," Major Hersey returned , smiling in
spite of his disappro val, "I don't believe you
will, and I think I recall your having made
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a remark of the same character when we
met in Europe. I wonder if you will allow
me to say something to you? I know you
have an idea that because American girls
are allowed a good deal of freedom we are
an unconventional people. But you are
mistaken. In many ways we are conventional, but remember you are a stranger and
apt to be of more interest to people than
you 1magme. You will be watched and
unless you are-well, reasonably careful,
you may be talked about perhaps not
altogether kindly."
Charlotta laughed.
"Yes, I remember you felt like this when
we knew each other before, and I thought it
extremely amusing. But why imagine I am
going to do anything indiscreet simply
because I like being straightforward and
saying and doing what I think, rather than
hiding my thoughts and desires as so many
persons do?"
The young officer flushed.
"I am sorry if I have been officious; but
we were friends, or at least I hoped we were,
when we knew each other in Coblenz."
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The little Countess took off her hat and
began swinging it idly back and forth.
"Yes, that is just what I wish to talk to
you about, Major Hersey, and why I sent
Susan Pringle indoors so she would not be
worried. If we were friends in Coblenz,
why are we friends no longer? Now please
don't speak until I have finished. You have
been perfectly polite to me since I arrived
at 'The House of the Golden Wish' several
days ago. But you were not glad to see me.
I did not try to hide how surprised and
delighted I was to discover you living here,
although I am sorry you are ill. I suppose
this is the way in which I make the mistakes
of which you and other people disapprove.
I should not have pretende d to be pleased.
"Of course I apprecia te that you like Nora
Jamieon better now than you like me,
although you used to prefer me when we
first knew one another. However, I have
always read in books and Susan P~ingle has
told me that men's affections are forever
changing and one must never rely upon
them for any length of time. Susan says
this is a pity, but men really can't be
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blamed, as they cannot help themselves .
Susan had a lover once, or she thinks she
had him, and he threw her over and married
some one else. Now she says she hopes she
has forgiven him. However, this has not
anything to do with what I began to say.
Why, even if you do prefer Nora Jamison,
and I know she is odd and clever, do you
not like me any more at all? This is t he
first chance I have had to talk to you alone,
and I only had this opportuni ty because I
insisted upon it, not because you wished."
Against his better judgment Major J immie Hersey laughed and leaned over and
took the little Countess's hand, holding it
for an instant and then dropping it.
"But you misunders tand," he attempted
to explain. "I am glad to see you again,
more so than I care to say. I told you in
Coblenz that it might be wiser and happier
for me, however, if our acquaintan ce ended
there. But of course we are friends. Does
not friendship mean one wishes the other
human being every happiness and success?
I am sure I wish happiness and success for

you."
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Charlotta sighed.
"That is not exactly my idea of friendship. I am sure I wish everybody to be
happy whether they are my friends or not.
But perhaps you are right. Now I want to
take you into my confidence and to ask you
to do me a favor. Do you know I have
been in Washington all day trying to find
out what has become of Peggy Harper's
brother? If he is alive he must have
returned from the war months before, and
yet never a word of him has she heard. I
went directly to call upon Colonel Henry
Churchill, who owns this wonderful house.
I told him who I was and that I had come
on a visit to the United States because it
seemed to me the most wonderful country
in the world, but that I also wanted to be
useful to some one if I could. And as everybody else here seemed too busy with Red
Cross work I was going to try to find Martin
Harper.
"Colonel Churchill was so kind, and I
have been driving about Washington with
him all day. We went to the War Department and the two big Government hospitals,
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but so far we have learned nothing. Still,
Colonel Churchill says he is convinced he
can find out something in time and is pleased
that I had brought the matter to his attention. He naturally feels a great interest in
the members of his adopted family, or if not
exactly his adopted family, at least in the
people living for the present in his old family
home.
"I told him as much as I could about
Peggy and said she was ~1ery pretty and I
thought belonged to an old Southern family,
as Colonel Churchill himself does. Mrs.
Clark told me this only last night, but I
thought it might be well to talk as if I knew
about old Southern families myself. It
looks as if I really did understand something
of the history of the United States. In any
case, Colonel Churchill seemed interested
and said he would be particularly pleased to
help a fellow Southerner. You don't think
this indiscreet, do you?"
Jimmie Hersey, who had been watching
the young Countess Charlotta with every
sign of attention, although not precisely
hearing every word she said, now gave a
little start.
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"No, I think it was kind of you, and I
am not surprised you were able to interest
Colonel Churchill. But what was the favor
you wished to ask me? I want to be able
to promise to agree to it before any one
comes to interrupt us, and I think Miss
Jamison may appear at any moment. Dr.
Clark's orders are that I am not to remain
out of doors after the sun goes down."
"What is the trouble with you?" Charlotta inquired with a little frown. When
her companion did not reply she went on:
"Oh, you wish to hear the favor? Why,
it is only that I want to know if you will
drive with me to-morrow? Please don't
look uncomfortable, I do not mean drive
Colonel Churchill has
with me alone.
carriage and a pair of
big
a
offered to send
horses and I am to drive about Washington
to-morrow with him and see everything it
is possible to see in one day. I am to be
allowed to invite six other persons to go
with us and I want you and Bianca Zoli,
but so far I have not decided upon the
others."
"You are kind," Jimmie Hersey answered,
G
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"but there are other members of our present
household who deserve the pleasure more
than I do. I have not seen Washington in
a long time, except that I was driven from
the hospital here to the wonderful 'House of
the Golden Wish.' Once I knew Washington very well and am a sufficiently good
American still to think it the most beautiful
capital in the world, even after I have seen
several of the European capitals."
"But I am not asking that you go with.
us because you deserve the attention,"
Charlotta replied. "As a matter of fact, I
don't think you do deserve to be asked; you
have been so unfriendly. I am asking you
because I thought I should enjoy having
you. But if you would rather not--"
The little Countess was turning to go
away when Major Jimmie, intending to call,
found himself shouting in a louder tone of
voice than he had intended.
"But I would enjoy it immensely and if
Dr. Clark is willing and you really want me,
I accept with pleasure. Will you send some
one to help me indoors? It is such a bore
having to sit still in this absurd fashion.
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Now and then I think I 'll give up and let
anything happen to me that fate pleases.
Better anything than being a hopeless burden!"
Charlotta turned.
"I presume I may be allowed to assist
you? After all, if I am not a graduate Red
Cross nurse I am as capable of pushing a
wheeled chair as Nora Jamison. And please
don't become discouraged about yourself.
It must mean so much to many people to
have you well again."
"It means nothing to anyone in this
world, except perhaps my sister, and not a
great deal to her."
"But you told me how greatly you wished
to serve your country and that you had no
idea of leaving the army as so many American soldier" are doing. Surely your country
still needs you."
Jimmie Hersey smiled.
"Yes, but one wants a more personal
interest when one is ill. · Forgive me for
growling, you have been awfully patient t<>
listen."
The little Countess was pushing the chair
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in front of her in such a fashion that it
bumped more than might have been desirable for an invalid; however, she was
unconscious of the fact and the patient
seemed not to object.
"Oh, I rlther like having you growl before
me, as it shows we are friends again. Susan
Pringle says men only reveal the faults in
their dispositions when they think they
know you well."

'

:J

CHAPTER VII

Sight-Seeing in the National Capital
T H E city of 'Vashington used to be
called 'the Wilderness,'" Colonel
"Oh, of
Churchill remarked.
course this was in the early days when the
seat of government was about to be removed
from Philadelphia to the new Capita] and
no one wished to leave the old Quaker city.
But as a matter of fact, the town was so
scattered and there were so few impressive
buildings beside the Capitol and the President's residence that we must not blame
our forefathers. In those days the National
Capital as it now appears was a dream of a
few far-sighted men; now to my mind it is
a beautiful reality. However, my guests
are not to let me bore them. As soon as
you wish me to stop acting as your professional guide, suppose some one mentions
the fact. Washington city is one of my
greatest enthusiasms."

U
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The little Counte ss laughed.
"Oh, I am not weary yet, Colonel
Church ill, althoug h I cannot promise to
rememb er more than a small per cent of
what you tell us. Please underst and that
I am really seeing Washin gton for the first
time and that as I am a foreigner I shall
carry to-day's impression with me always.
But I am only speakin g for myself. Perhaps the others are more familia r with
Washin gton, and if this is true you may
impart your informa tion to me in so low a
tone that no one else may hear."
"Charl otta Scherin ," Bianca Zoli exclaimed reproachfully, "I should not have
expecte d you to make an effort to secure
·Colonel Church ill's entire attentio n. Colonel Churchill, we are all equally interest ed.
I am sure no one of us driving with you
to-day is familiar with Washin gton, unless
perhaps Major Hersey or Sergean t Morris.
Nora Jamiso n is from California, Peggy
Harper from Tennessee, and I have lived in
New York City when I have been in the
United States."
Colonel Church ill turned around from
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the front seat where he was driving a
magnificen t pair of bay horses to say:
"Sergeant Morris, did I not hear you say
that your name was Robert Morris? Are
you a relative of the Robert Morris who
helped finance the American Revolutio n
and whose money built a great part of the
early city of Washingto n?"
The young soldier to whom he had
spoken hesitated an instant.
"Yes, I .am a descendan t of the great
Robert Morris; we have never lost the
name in our branch of the family. Yet
this does not amount to much, does it,
when one is a lame and penniless soldier?"
he answered finally.
The bitterness of tone was so apparent
that a little hush descended upon the group
of people. They had just entered the city
of Washingto n and were driving toward the
Capitol, not in an automobil e but in a
splendid open carriage such as one rarely
sees these days. The owner of the equipage and the host of the little party of sight. seers, Colonel Churchill, was past middle
age, a type of Southerne r who looked as if
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he had belonged to a former generatio n.
He had white hair, a Roman nose, bright
blue eyes and a freshly colored complexion.
Over six feet tall, he had a military bearing
and while possessed of charmin g manners
and great kindliness and generosity, a
student of human nature would have
grasped the fact that he was inclined to be
dictatori al and under certain circumstances
might reveal a violent temper.
Seated on either side of him were the
Countess Charlott a Scherin and Peggy
Harper, just behind them Bianca Zoli and
Sergeant Morris and in the rear of the
carriage Nora Jamison and Major Hersey.
_"It is a great thing to be an America n
soldier, even if one is lame and penniless as
you say that you are, sir, and also to be a
descenda nt of a famous and disintere sted
America n citizen," Colonel Churchill replied
testily. "Besides , you are not penniless;
if you have served your country faithfull y
it is her honor and pride to repay the obligation."
The silence became more uncomfo rtable.
The young soldier whose name was
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Robert Morris flushed and frowned. He
had brown hair and brown eyes, and strongly
marked features made more conspicuous by
the evidences of a long illness.
"I am sure you feel as you say you do,
Colonel Churchill, and certainly those of
us who are living at 'The House of the
Golden Wish' can feel only gratitude to you.
Yet there are a good many of us who do not
wish to accept pensions from the government; we simply want a chance to make
our own way again. Perhaps you cannot
imagine what it means to be twenty-two
years old and to have no future to look
forward to except being a care upon some
one else. I was planning to be a distinguished engineer and now-well, until I
came to ' The House of the Golden Wish'
I had given up pretty much all the ambition
I ever had. Now I am hoping to learn to
be a fair bookkeeper. But it is pretty discouraging to think of the other fellows who
have been disabled by the war, and who
are still waiting for the government to help
them."
Colonel Churchill nodded. "The gov-
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ernment has not moved as swiftly as we had
hoped in its reconstruction work, . but
things will be straightened out in time and
a lot of red tape and mismanagement dispensed with. Personally I am living in
Washington and working every day of my
life to try to achieve this end. Among this
country's faults no man can say is a lack of
generosity. And, young man, if you wished
to be an engineer before you were an American soldier, then why study bookkeeping?
I have known a number of distinguished
engineers in my day and they were engineers
with their brains, not with their legs.
Remember, one can hire men with legs a
good deal more easily than one can hire
brains. I want you to take back a piece of
advice from me to the soldiers who at
present are living under my roof. They
need not feel gratitude to me; my gratitude is to them, or else my house might be
sheltering the Hohenzollerns instead of
American boys, and the girls who are there to
cheer and wait upon them. Tell them that
whatever work they looked forward to undertaking before the war, that is the work they
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must go on with if it is human ly possible.
At times, of course, it is not possible; but
it is amazin g how many physic al drawba cks
a st rong will can surmo unt. Howev er, I
am not here to preach but to show you the
city of W ashing ton."
The Colone l's little harang ue closed with
a slight huskiness of voice. "Boys , don't
let you rselves become harden ed or discouraged by a feeling of injusti ce. We
believe d in t his countr y that you would
win our battles for us when we sent you as
nearly untrained an army as ever encoun tered a stupen dous foe. Now you trust us."
"Hear , hear, Colonel Church ill!" Major
Jimmi e Hersey exclaimed. "I wish you
would make that speech to a larger audience of Ameri can soldiers than you have
with you at the presen t time. I am going
to ask Dr. Clark to persua de you to talk to
us in the same fashion at 'The House of the
Golden Wish,' althou gh we are not in need
of encour ageme nt t o the same extent there
as in other places. We would be a pretty
poor lot if we were."
Then· as Colone l Church ill started his
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horses at a more rapid gait to cover his own
embarrassment over having spoken at more
length and with greater earnestness than
he had intended, Major Hersey turned to
Nora Jamison.
"I wonder if the old Colonel is right,
Miss Jamison, and we should stick to our
old dreams and ambitions as long as we
can, even when the war seems to have
knocked them out pretty completely. Take
me, for example, a fellow likes best to talk
about himself. Here I am still wanting to
follow a military career and instead am
condemned not to move unless I am forced
into action. Poor tactics for a soldier!
Shall I give up and learn to crochet or play
chess as a steady job, or shall I keep on
hoping?"
For an instant Nora Jamison did not
reply. They were now driving along Pennsylvania Avenue, the central boulevard
from the Monument to the Capitol. A
hundred feet above the street rose the hill
with the dome of the Capitol four hundred
feet higher.
On this afternoon in May Washington
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city was at its loveliest. The lawns were a
brilli ant green, the trees sprea ding canopies
of shade flecke d with sunlig ht, and the
flowers a mass of fragr ance and bloom.
Drivi ng along Penn sylva nia Aven ue were
many ot her carria ges, some of them filled
with members of Congress and the Senat e
and their families, other s with diplo mats and
visito rs from other count ries.
"Why , yes, if I were you, Majo r Herse y,
I would keep on hopin g," Nora Jamis on
answ ered at last. "Dr. Clark think s if you
will only avoid excit emen t and worry and
follow t he treatm ent he has presc ribed for
you, you have a good chanc e to recover.
Yet I d id not reply to you at once becau se
I was think ing of some thing . If you cannot continue to be a soldier, I think I would
try to adop t a more useful profession than
croch eting or chess, or at least one more
suited to your tastes ."
The girl was smilin g so that her graygreen eyes were half closed, revea ling only
a slanti ng light; her lips were parte d, her
pallo r unalt ered by the wind and light.
"Wh y not becom e a student of war if you
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cannot be a practical soldier? You could
work several hours each day if you wished
studying military tactics and perhaps later
on write down your impressions.
You
won't think I am trying to dictate or even
offer advice. But I have been worrying
about you lately; you seem less content,
more restless and dissatisfied than when
you first came to 'The House of the Golden
\Vish' and we had our talk together in the
garden.
I have been wondering . why.
Perhaps it is because you need some occupation that must not tire you and yet may
keep your thoughts from what is making
you unhappy.
"I am speaking of this because I have
found such a lot of help through my own
Red Cross work. I suppose giving up one's
desire is the hardest battle in the world.
Yet I had to give up mine when the man to
whom I was engaged was killed at ChateauThierry."
"Miss Jamison, you are a trump," Major
Jimmie replied. "Besides, since I saw you
that afternoon in the garden induce the
9irds to eat from your hand, I have knowa
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you possessed a sympathy and understanding lacking in most of us. You are right,
I have been more troubled of late than I
was soon after my arrival at 'The House of
the Golden Wish.'
How beautiful the
name is! A foolish desire in which I never
really believed and thought was gone forever has recently been obtruding itself,
another desire, not my personal ambition.
However, it shall go the way of all foolish
desires and I shall follow your suggestion
and try to turn myself into a student."
The round boyish countenance of Jimmie
Hersey lengthened. He had hated books
even in his West Point days and forced himself to study only because of his love for an
active military life demanded that he
obtain a certain average in his 'class work.
"You'll help me, won't you?"
Nora Jamison nodded, having just entered
the grounds surrounding the White House;
the beauty and simplicity of the old house
and its surroundings completely fascinated
her.

CHAPTER VIII
Messages

O

NE afternoon several days after the
drive in Washington, Charlotta
Scherin slipped quietly into the
room occupied by Nora Jamison and Peggy
Harper. In her hand she held a small
package and wore an air of myst ery.
"Do come into Bianca's and my room,
Peggy, I think we will be safer there. Susan
Pringle is deeply occupied with darning and
mending and if Bianca appears we can
pledge her to secrecy. I think I would
rather have any one know than Miss
Jamison. She might betray us to Mrs.
Clark."
"Very well,'' the younger girl agreed,
"but I do not understand why you do not
like Nora Jamison. She is odd, yet she is
extremely kind, and a wonderful Red Cross
nurse!"
"W€11, she has not been kind to me of
(96)
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late, although perhaps she does not know
it. And I confess I am prejudiced against
her without the fault being precisely hers.
But do come along while there is time."
Slipping her arm through Peggy's and
entering the adjoining room, Charlotta
carefully closed the door behind her. Then
she hesitated an instant.
"Do you think it would be all right if I
locked the door? I should not like to be
discovered, and if any one knocks we can
hide things away before the door is opened."
Peggy Harper frowned.
"Countess Charlotta, you behave as if
we were planning to do something wicked
and I don't like it. Of course people are
critical and unsympathetic, but the thing
is not wrong in my opinion or I would not
take part in it."
"No, you would not, Peggy, but perhaps
I would, if it were not so very wrong. You
see, I suppose one of my ruling traits of
character is curiosity, since most of my ·
friends say so. I know I do try to find out
as much as I can from living people. Now
if there really is a chance to find out things
7
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from other sources, well, I don't think I
should try hard to resist the impulse. But
of course it is not wrong; the whole world
is interested in the same subject."
"Nevertheles s, Countess Charlotta, you
must be serious, or else I can do nothing."
"Oh, I shall be serious enough, Peggy,
more so than you dream, if youwill only
kindly stop calling me 'Countess.' Charlotta is a sufficiently long name without my
tiresome title. I shall call you Princess
Peggy if you don't do as I ask."
Peggy smiled.
"Well, who knows, perhaps I would like
it? Now show me what you bought in
Washington and tell me how you managed
to secure it. Was Miss Pringle with you
at the time?"
Charlotta shook her head in her usual
emphatic fashion.
"No, Susan would have spoiled everything. She is a dear and too kind to me for
words, yet she is an extremely conventional
person and very narrow in her views. Poor
dear, that is why my father finally agreed
to allow me to travel in the United States
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with Susan as my chaperon. He knew she
would do all she could to prevent my getting
into difficulties, and no one could do more.
But about my purchase; I did have the
most dreadful time getting rid of Susan
even for the short time that was necessary.
I finally enticed the poor dear into buying
some hideous warm things for me and when
she was deeply interested I walked over to
another counter in the shop and then
slipped away and made a special purchase
for myself. Look what I bought!"
While the two girls were talking, Charlotta was carefully unwrapping her small
package, which proved to be a small triangular shaped piece of wood on three
short legs.
"Behold the famous, much admired and
much maligned Ouija board!" Charlotta
announced in a tone of amusement, awe,
and triumph. "This one has a pencil attachment and writes its own messages."
In a wholly reverent spirit Peggy picked
up the small object.
"Do you know, Charlotta, I have never
seen a Ouija board before, although I have
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been what my old Scotch nurse, Nanna,
called 'eerie' ever since I was a little girl.
My mother died when I was a baby and I
Aave always had a strange impression that
when I was about five or six years old I
saw her. I remember Nanna, my brother
Martin and I had gone up into the Tennessee mountains to spend the summer at one
of our own farms. I was sitting in Nanna's
lap in the open doorway being undressed
for bed, just after twilight. I recall that
it was not yet dark. I don't think Nanna
and I had been talking of my mother or
that I was thinking of her, but all at once
I became conscious of a tall lovely figure,
not white, but of misty gray, who with
outstretched arms was leaning over me.
I called out 'Mother!' Nanna thought I
had fallen asleep and was dreaming and
.put me to bed. The presence was never
returned, although I have done my best
sometimes to persuade it to return."
"But when did you find out you could do
the mysterious writing, Peggy dear, in
handwritings that were unlike your own?"
Charlotta inquired. "I wonder if I am
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really such a material person that I have
never had such experiences? "
The two girls had seated themselves
close beside a small table with a large sheet
of writing paper before them.
"I don't believe you are as material as
you think you are, Charlotta; suppose you
put your hand on the Ouija with mine."
Charlotta shook her head.
"No, Peggy, not at first, please. I want
to ask a question and I don't wish even you
to know what it is. I want to find out if
Ouija can answer a question asked in my
mind rather than by my lips."
"It will be more difficult, Charlotta, but
we can make the attempt if you like. Please
think constantly of what you wish to know
and don't allow your thoughts to wander."
"There is not much danger of that, my
dear, as I have been thinking of nothing
else for days."
Then the two heads drew close together,
the fair one of the younger girl and Charlotta Scherin's dark one.
Several moments passing with nothing
taking place and Peggy's hand remaining
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immovable on the Ouija board, Charlotta
made a slightly impatient movement.
"I told you nothing would happen if you
were impatient, Charlotta," Peggy murmured. "Please concentrate as much as
possible."
Again stillness and silence; the older of
t he two girls frowning with the intensity of
her effort to command a reply to her unasked
question, Peggy looking into space, her face
serene.
Then unexpectedly under Peggy Harper's
light touch the small triangular board with
its upright pencil began to move slowly, at
first with jerks and starts. Charlotta, who
was watching intently the white surface of
paper underneath, could see nothing except
long, irregular scrawling lines without semblance of letters.
Never glancing toward her own hand,
Peggy Harper made no effort to discover
what was taking place.
The following instant, however, the pencil moved more sedately and . Charlotta
could see letters forming, then words, then
sentences. At present she was unable to
read them.
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Finally with a little jerk the Ouija
board slid from the paper, the pencil slipping from Peggy's st iffened fingers.
The two heads bent closer now to the
white sheet of paper with its queer scrawling inscription s.
"You are sure you remember your question, Charlotta? "
Charlotta nodded, much more excited
and mystified than her companion .
"I cannot make a particle of sense out
of what I am able to read,'' she remarked
an instant later in a disappoint ed tone.
"What does it mean to you?"
Peggy leaned her head on her hand:
"Bee,'' she spelled out slowly. "Do not
worry over me. Sorry. No more. Mother."
Does this answer your question, Charlotta?"
The other girl shook her head.
"Most certainly it does not, Peggy. Not
the wildest stretch of the imaginatio n could
find any connection between my question
and such an answer. But at least I read
the words as you do, so we cannot both be
mistaken. "
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"Don't be disappoi nted, Charlott a; sometimes other question s are answered instead
of the one asked, and then by and by one
has better luck. Suppose I try again."
Howeve r this time the Ouija board grew
more unruly, twisting and turning until the
only letters that were discernible were the
three-''B -e-e.''
"I do not understa nd," Peggy protested ,
"whethe r the Ouija is trying to spell 'Be'
and spells it incorrect ly, or talking about a
Bee. But this last idea seems so foolish.
Still I should have warned you, Charlott a,
that as often as not the thing people call
'automa tic writing' does seem incompre hensible. Shall we stop trying and make
the attempt some other day when we may
have better luck?"
But before Charlott a made a reply both
girls started. A hand was turning the
knob of the door and finding it locked, had
begun knocking.
"Charlo tta, it is I, Bianca. Why is the
door locked? Is there any reason you do
not wish me to come in? If there is, don't
trouble and I'll come back later."
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A moment the two girls inside the little
room glanced at each other, embarrassed
and uncertain.
"Bianca will be hurt if we don't explain
and keep her outside," Charlotta whispered.
"What must we do, hide the Ouija? She
will probably think we are wicked or absurd."
"Do just as you like, Charlotta, but
please understand I do not believe we are
either of the things you suggest, no matter
what Bianca's or any one else's opinion may
be."
Hearing the whispering going on from
outside the hall, Bianca Zoli spoke again,
and assuredly the tone of her voice had
changed, so that she sounded both angry
and hurt.
"Oh, don't trouble please, Charlotta,
about opening the door. I am going away
at once. Later, when you are willing to allow
me in our room, will you pleaselet me know?"
And Bianca was actually moving away
when the door was flung abruptly open and
in her usual impetuous fashion Charlotta's
arms were flung around her.
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"Oh, don't be annoye d, Bee dear, come
in please. Peggy and I have been doing
someth ing of which we are afraid you will
not approve . We are pretty sure Mrs.
Clark does not. . But I would rather you
would know than have you hurt with me.
See, Peggy and I have been trying to write
with the Ouija board, but I cannot say we
have had much success. You have heard
of the Ouija, haven't you? I confess I
never had until I came to the United States.
But then we are so shut out from the exciting things in Luxem burg."
Withou t any choice of her own, as Charlotta was at once stronge r and at the
present momen t more determi ned, Bianca
found herself drawn into her bed-roo m, the
door once more closed and locked.
"Peggy is psychic . Is that what you
call your gift, Peggy? " Charlot ta demand ed.
"But why do you look so queer? Are you
ill?"
Peggy laughed .
"No, not in the least. Only I was
startled by the name you called Bianca. a
momen t ago."
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"But, Peggy, there is something the matter.
What did I call her? I do not rememb er."
"Oh, nothing , except that you said, Bee
dear, and I have · heard Bianca called Bee
by other persons ."
"There is nothing so remark able in that
fact, is there, Peggy? I scarcely rememb er
a time when some one has not shorten ed
my name in this fashion ."
Bianca moved over toward the table,
glancin g down at the paraphe rnalia, the
little board and the loose sheets of paper.
"You were disagree able, making secret
scientific or psychic experim ents, whiche ver
you prefer, and leaving me out in the cold.
Of course I am interest ed, althoug h I cannot . say I am a believe r in such psychic
phenom ena as I have ever known, '' Bianca
comme nted in a half amused and half serious
tone. "Howe ver, I think it may be just as
well not to obtrude the Ouija experim ents
upon Sonya. I happen to know that she
and Dr. Clark are scornfu l of what they
call the wave of superst ition that is engulfing so many people since the war. It is a
natural result, they conside r, of the loss of
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so many lives during the war. But personally I can't help wishing to know if there
is anything in it."
"I suppose most persons feel in the selfsame way," Peggy Harper returned.
Idly Bianca picked up the sheet of paper
upon which the few words were written in
a fairly legible handwriting and endeavored
to decipher them. Peggy Harper stood
studying her expression with intent interest,
while Charlotta Scherin moved over toward
the window and glanced out at the group of
soldiers on the lawn.
An exclamation from Bianca made her
turn swiftly around.
"Bianca, what is it?" she demanded.
"You look as if you had seen a ghost.
Perhaps the Ouija experiments are not wise;
at least it seems to make one nervous. But
something has happened which has frightened or upset you, Bee. Tell me what it
is at once.,.,
"There is nothing to tell," Bianca returned, and then her eyes dropped before
her friend's questioning ones.
"I am sorry for you, Bianca," Charlotta
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said quietly, "because it is so difficult for
you to take any human being into your
confidence. I sometimes think it wiser to
be frank as I am rather than reserved as
you are. But never mind, neither Peggy
nor I wish to hear what you do not caTe to
have us know. However, do not attempt
to pretend that some change has not come
over you in the past few moments. If you
will kindly glance at yourself in the mirror
I think you will appreciate the reason I
have this impression."
'~Don't be angry, Charlotta. If you and
Peggy will sit down for a few minutes I
will tell you something, and it may explain
to you why I appear more secretive than
!!lOSt girls. You know, don't you, that
although my father was an American, my
mother was an Italian. I have allowed you
to believe she was an Italian of good birth,
but when I have talked of my mother, I
have really meant my foster mother, who
was not my own mother. She was an
Italian peasant woman, and although she
scarcely allowed me to claim her as mother
was devoted to me in a strange way and I
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was very selfish and not kind to her. Well,
when the war came, in order to obtain
money for me she betrayed certain war
secrets and afterwar ds complete ly disappeared. I have never heard one line concerning her since then. Now I have just
read upon this paper a strange sentence that
might come from her, and yet may have no
meaning at all. So I think you will understand why I am at least a little excited and
confused ."
Charlott a put an arm about her friend.
"Bianca , forgive me, I did not mean you
to tell more of your history than you wished,
only it makes you more wonderfu l to me
than ever. You seem to me the most aristocratic person I have ever known. In
spite of my title I am not in the least aristocratic, and don't even wish to be. I am
intereste d in everybod y, rich and poor alike.
But you have an aloof air and you only care
for a very few persons and for them very
deeply. I would not worry about this if
I were you; after all, it is so uncertai n.
Yet perhaps you had best speak to Mrs.
Oark. Even if she does disappro ve of
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Peggy and me in consequence, you might
he happier. And as I bought the Ouija I'll
take the responsibilit y. I am afraid Mrs.
Clark does not altogether app rove of me in
any case."
· "Well, you are not to have this added to
your list of wrong-doing s," Bianca answered.
"Unless the Ouija gives us information
much more to the point than this, we might
as well keep the news to ourselves. If you
don't mind my joi11ing you, suppose we
make another attempt some other afternoon, and let us go to t he little house by
the river where we will be without danger
of interruption . Later on perhaps we may
decide to confess . But even if it is not
praiseworthy I confess my curiosity is
aroused by the message which seems to be
addressed to me. I do not wish to be discouraged from making another effort. Sonya
won't mind really, only she will probably
think it not wise for us and she will not
wish the others to find out and discuss and
perhaps make fun . At least the matter
should be treated seriously, or in my opinion
left alone."
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"I entirely agree with you," Peggy
Harper returned. "But so far as I am
personally concerned, Mrs. Clark does know
that I am interested in psychic matters I
talked to her a little on the subject. Recently I have been feeling convinced that
my brother would soon be found and reunited with me from a me sage I received
from an unknown source. But of course I
have had more practical reasons for my
faith since Charlotta and Colonel Churchill
have been devoting themselves to the
search. I cannot imagine Charlotta not
succeeding in what she sets out to do."
Charlotta Scherin, who was older than
the other two girls, having passed her
twenty-first birthday, gave a little mournful
shake of her head.
"No one in this world has ever had their
own way less often than I, or wanted it
more. I thought when I managed to come
to the United States that I was having my
way in the thing which seemed most important at the time. But now when I want
something else much more, what does it
amount to? However, I am talking self-
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ishly and intend to do my best for you,
Peggy, until some news of your brothe r is
uneart hed. It cannot be possible we shall
not find out someth ing. Colonel Church ill
is too influen tial a man in Washi ngton.
And by the way, Peggy, he seems to have
taken the greate st fancy to you. -On our
drive the other day I though t he wanted to
adopt you at once and make you his heiress,
so that after every disable d soldier in the
presen t.war has found health and happin ess
under the shelter of 'The House of the
Golden Wish,' you can live on here with the
elderly colone l."
Charlo tta's nonsen se
Peggy laughe d.
was refreshing after the past hour's nervou s
tension .
"Oh, of course, the Colonel and I understand each other, Charlo tta, as he is a
southe rner and so am I. But I think he
has adopte d as many person s as one would
care to undert ake for the presen t, considering the fact that he is trying to play godfather to as many disable d Ameri can
soldiers as can find lodging under his roof."
"Whic h remind s me,'' Bianca announced,,
8
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"that I came into this room, or rather I
tried to come into this room, a little while
ago, for a very definite reason. I wanted
to tell you that we are to have a Red Cross
concert to-night for our soldiers. Theodosia Thompson is to give a recitation and
there will be people from the Capital and
Sonya wishes us to dress and try to make the
occasion as agreeable and cheerful as possible."
Charlotta hid away her latest treas;ure.
"Disappointing old thing, why did you
not answer what I want so much to know?"
she murmured. Then turning to her compamons,
"I am glad we are going to have a party,
I intend to wear the prettiest dress I own."
"Who is it you wish to impress, . Charlotta?" Bianca queried.
But Charlotta made no reply.

CHAPTER IX

"Carry On"

T

HE two drawing-rooms with-the folding doors open were hung with the
Red Cross and Allied flags.
In order to command a better view of the
room and to give the speakers a fairer
chance· to be heard, a temporary platform
had been erected.
The two rooms were filled with flowers
gathered from the old garden, lilacs and
snowballs and bowls of lilies of ·the valley
and wild violets. From forty to fifty sol~
diers were living in the "House of the
Golden Wish," half as many Red Cross
workers and a few vocational teachers. A
number of guests had also been invited
from Washington, as the National Capital
was only a short distance away.
At eight o'clock the drawing-rooms were
filled with visitors, some of them friends and
relatives of the members of the household,
(115)
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and others who were to take part in the
enterta inmen t. There were also severa l
guests holdin g impor tant politic al positio ns
in the Nation al Capita l, who were especia lly
interes ted in the Ameri can Red Cross Home
Service for the wound ed.
"The House of the Golden Wish" was so
unique in its charac ter and effort, as to
excite the curiosi ty of nearly every human
being who heard of it. And to-nig ht it was
revealed as rarely charmi ng, a big, genero us
and beautif ul home before it was anythi ng
else.
Colonel Church ill, the owner of the house,
was presen t as one of its guests, but an
especia lly honore d one. He was to 'Speak
during the progra m.
Severa l weeks before when Theod osia
Thomp son, who had been one of the Red
Cross nurses in a hospita l in France and
later with the Ameri can Army of Occup ation in Coblenz, had asked to be taken into
Dr. Clark' s and Sonya' s new househ old,
Sonya had agreed only upon condit ion that
the experi ment be regard ed as a tempo rary
one.
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Durin g the mont hs in Euro pe Theo oosia ,
who was a Kent ucky girl, had p.ot been altoget her satisf actor y as a Red Cross nurse.
Frank ly she had annou nced that nursi ng
was not her metie r and that as soon as the
war was over she inten ded following another profession. And in a meas ure she
had kept her word . Durin g the mont hs
after her return , living alone in New York
City upon the bares t pittan ce, as she was
almo st witho ut mone y, she had studi ed
every hour of the day and night when it was
possible. Notw ithsta nding the two arts
which so intere sted her, danci ng and recitation , Theo dosia disco vered that for the
prese nt at least she had no desire to go
upon the stage . She too had not been able
to lay aside her Red Cross work so readi ly
as she had hoped and expec ted durin g the
last weeks abroa d when she had grow n
weary of her daily tasks .
In New York City, howe ver, entire ly by
accid ent had she again been draw n into the
Red Cross work . Meet ing a friend whos e
broth er was ill in the Broo klyn Nava l
Hosp ital, Theo dosia had gone t o visit him.
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The sister begge d that she make an effort
to cheer the young fellow as much as possible, as his physic ians had annou nced that
he was physic ally on the road to recove ry,
if he could be relieved of his depres sion.
Never was Theod osia to forget the scene
that met her eyes upon the aftern oon of her
first call. By chanc e she had not come in
conta ct with any of the disabl ed men since
her 0wn home coming.
Tcrda y the big, sunsh iny room was filled
with them.
Some were talkin g, others
reading, one was pickin g out a mourn ful
tune upon the piano.
"I am afraid we are all in the dump s
to-day ," one of the nurses remar ked to
Theod osia. "I suppo se it is the weath er.
Life seems to have been one blizza rd after
anoth er this winte r, does it not? If you
have any accom plishm ent, do for goodn ess'
sake see what you can do to enlive n us."
A quarte r of an hour after, to her own
astoni shmen t, Theod osia discov ered hersel f
the center of an amuse d and admir ing circle.
She had recite d half a dozen humo rous
poems and instru cted an equal numb er of
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the men in a few of the simple dancing
steps.
Moreover, Theodosia's devotion to her
studies afterwards suffered a weekly interruption, as she spent one afternoon each
week with the disabled sailors.
Thereafter, gradually the conviction grew
upon her that her duty for the present was
to devote herself and her small accomplishments to the entertainment of the men who
had come home never to fight again. In
the beginning she had struggled against the
idea. Had she not done her full duty by
serving the Red Cross in Europe? Now it
had become necessary that she train herself
for a profession for which she was better
fitted than nursing, and one in which she
could earn her living.
Night after night, returning to her tiny
lodging, Theodosia argued the problem with
herself. Then a letter arrived from Bianca
Zoli, written from "The House of the
Golden Wish," and telling of the service
Sonya, Dr. Clark and their household hoped
to accomplish and her decision was taken.
She would go down to Washington, see
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Sonya Clark and discuss the problem with
her.
As a matter of fact, during the early days
of arranging and planning and settling the
newcomers in their home, Sonya had not
realized the very problem which Theodosia 's
unexpecte d appearanc e was to present. The
soldiers, who would spend whatever length
of time was necessary at "The House of the
Golden Wish," would be on the road to
recovery in many cases and in others must
be prepared to accept their misfortune s and
make the be:;t of them. They would have
as cheerful a home as could be provided,
friends, and occupation . Sonya did not
consider that the men would need further
entertainm ent, not dreaming of the depression which was partly the result . of semiinvalidism and partly the change from the
terrible yet always stirring life _of _the
soldier.
Therefore , half doubting Theodosia
Thompson 's devotion to the Red Cross service, and half doubting their own need of
her, Sonya had suggested that Theodosia
first try the experimen t of a month's visit.
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The experiment had now lasted two weeks,
and not once but many times even in the
short interval, Sonya had felt cause for
gratitude. The members of her varied
family were busy and apparently content
during the day, yet there was scarcely an
evening when Theodosia was not in demand.
And Sonya, although too busy to give any
individual Red Cross girl especial attention,
felt she noticed a change. Theodosia's days
were devoted to study, notwithstanding, a
new spirit of unselfishness seemed to have
taken possession of her, and the old restlessness and mischief making had at least
temporarily subsided.
T o-night the idea of the entertainment
and of inviting distinguished guests from
W ashington had originated with Theodosia,
although later on she had received advice
and help.
Ordinarily wearing their Red Cross uniforms such as they had worn overseas, the
Red Cross girls had been allowed to use
their own judgment with regard to their
costumes for the evening's entertainment.
Sonya herself set the example by choosing
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a lavender crepe gown she had owned
several seasons, nevertheless it was still
one of her favorites. Theodosia always
preferred wearing black, besides possessing
only one evening gown. Bianca and P eggy
were to be in white, and Nora Jamison until
the last moment had not said whether ~he
would wear her dress uniform or an evening
costume. Several of the older Red Cross
girls chose to wear their uniforms.
The one person declining to give any
information regarding her toilet was the
young Countess Charlotta Scherin, notwithstanding Bianca's repeated inquiries.
"But you must tell me what you mean
to wear, Charlotta," Bianca u rged not half
an hour before the entertainment was to
take place. "Please do not emb arrass us
by being too gorgeous and outshining every
one else. Naturally this would be easy
for you, but I don't think Sonya would like
it, and I do hope you and Sonya will continue
friends. You don't know what a pleasure
it is to me to have you here with us. Personally I hope you may stay indefinitely."
Charlotta, who at the moment was kneel-
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ing upon the floor tying a pale yellow ribbon
sash about P eggy Harper's waist, glanced
over toward Bianca with an expression
and a manner u nlike her usual frank one.
"Oh, thank you 'for wishing to have me
remain with you, Bianca, but I am not sure
it may be wise for me to stay too long,
t
until Mrs. Clark and perhaps other people
grow tired of me. Don't worry over my
appearance. I shall not be startling. In
any case I don't wish to come downstairs
until later. At present I am interested
only in the effort to make this sash hide
the tuck Susan Pringle made in this dress
of mine in order that it might fit Peggy.
Peggy, you don't know what a darling you
do look! I feel more convinced than ever
that the cokmel will lose his heart to you."
Peggy Harper flushed and then gave a
sigh.
"Yo• are one of the dearest people in
the world, Charlotta. I wonder if you
know I never had on such a charming
dress in my life? I have never eYen owned
a party dress except white muslins. It
seems odd that I was not twelve years old
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when my brother went to Europe. I told
you he was in the French ambulance service
Later he
before we entered the war.
became an American soldier. I suppose
even if we do discover him finally we shall
hardly know each other."
"Nonsense, no one could forget you,
Peg o' my Heart!" Charlotta murmured.
"Now, Bianca, you and Peggy go on downstairs. Mrs. Clark wishes you to help
receive people, I'll appear later."
lHalf an hour after the lights in the large
drawing rooms were dimmed so that the
lighting of the little stage would be more
conspicuous.
The rooms held an audience of more than
a hundred persons. Seated upon the front
row of chairs were Dr. and Mrs. Clark and
Bianca, with Peggy Harper close beside
Colonel Churchill and several other of the
more prominent of the visitors from the
National Capital.
As a matter of fact, one of the Assistant
Secretaries of War had accompanied Colonel
Churchill and several members of the
Federal Board for Vocational Training.
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"Don't you think some of our guests are
apt to be bored by an amateur entertainment?" Bianca whispered in an aside to
Sonya.
The older woman shook her head.
"Our guests have come not because of
our entertainment but because of the
interest they feel in what we are trying to
accomplish.
"Besides, Bianca, our entertainment is
not to be altogether an amateur one. I
have a surprise in store for you and for
every one, which is apt to make the evening
worth while.!j But don't ask questions."
Bianca had no opportunity.
At present Theodosia Thompson was
approaching the center of the little stage,
where as a prelude to the entertainment
she was to recite a short poem of Kipling's,
which chanced to be a favorite with the
American soldiers.
"Theodosia was one of the persons oddly
transformed by an appearance upon a stage.·
With her red hair and large light blue· eyes
with their red brown lashes, her long ' nose
and too pointed chin, she possessed few of
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the .o rdinary attributes of beauty. Yet
upon the s.tage the very irregularity of her
features and the strangeness of her coloring
became fascinating.
To-night the little poem with which she
was to begin was so simple that she seemed
to speak without effort or the least embarrassment, as if she were reciting for half a
dozen of her soldier acquaintances. This
she did many times within ·each twentyfour hours. In her hand she held a collection of small silk fla gs, the Stars and Stripes,
the Tricolor, the Union Jack, the Italian
and Belgian flags. And although .making
no reference to them, hearing the lines of
her recitation the significance of the Hags
was plain enough to her audience.
"I have eaten your bread and salt,
I have drunk your water and wine;
The deaths ye died I have watched beside,
And the lives ye led were mine.
"Was there ought that I did not share
In vigil or toil or easeOne joy or woe that I did not know,
Dear hearts across the seas?
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"I have written the tale of your life
For a sheltered people's mirth,
In jesting gu ise-but ye are wise,
And ye know what the jest is worth."

Then because the poem held a tragic
suggestion of things that were past, Theodosia rapidly changed into a southern
dialect story for which she possessed a
peculiar genius, the story of "Ole Stracted."
Her listeners were deeply interested.
Only Bianca Zoli was disturbed by the
absence of Charlotta and kept turning her
head, wondering why Charlotta did not
join them to occupy the seat which was
being held for her on one side of Colonel
Churchill.
Bianca did not feel altogether happy concerning her friend. Charlotta had changed
since their meeting in Europe. She had
gained the things she then had declared
necessary to her happiness, as her father had
agreed not to attempt to ,force her marriage
with a German, his own friend, a man so
much older and in every way unsuited to
his daughter. Charlotta was free to travel
in the United States and to form herself
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upon the model of an .Xmerican girl, which
she had insisted was her desire. Nevertheless, Bianca did not feel that Charlotta
was so happy or contented as might have
been expected.
A moment later, however, in the midst
of Theo's story telling, Bianca observed
the little Countess slip quietly into the
drawing-room , but instead of coming forward toward the front row of seats she took
her place amid a group of soldiers. She
was soon lost to view. Yet in a single
moment Bianca appreciated that she need
not have allowed herself to worry over her
Charlotta had never
friend's costume.
one more becoming.
or
dress
simpler
a
worn
Bianca saw in a glance that it was p ale
gray and of some soft, filmy material but
wholly without trimming. Above it her
dusky hair rose darker and more fu ll of
shadows and her eyes appeared more radiant and her color more brilliant.
Then Theodosia Thompson's recitat ion
closed and Colonel Churchill ascending
the platform, Bianca felt called upon to
pay closer attention.
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Colonel Churchill announced that the
subject of his talk was to be "Carry On,"
the phrase used so frequently during the
war in Europe. It held an even deeper
meaning t<rday, not alone for the M>lcfiers
and the Red Cross, but for the nation
and the world.
"The trouble with the politician8 in this
country and in Europe is that they have
forgotten what we intended to 'Carry On',"
he announced. "But I do not believe that
the American soldiers or the American Red
Cross have forgotten. Always I have been
glad that my old home was near the National Capital, but never so gl·a d as at present.
Do you know why? It is because, in spite
of the quarrels that must ensue in every
government until we are far more perfect
human beings, Washington City has been
associated with so many of ou r great
Americans. And our greatest Americans,
beginning with George Washington, have
been the men who have fought against
handicaps, who have been strongest when
life appeared hardest and success farthest
away. I want you men whom t he war has
9
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disabled to remember this. I believe each
one of you who fights through the handicap
which his service to humanity has put upon
him will come forth a. stronger man, b~tter
fitted for a higher place in the world than if
he had continued .~ithi'the everyday .exist:ence he reasonably expected to live, had the
war not disrupted the face of the earth.
You have seen great sights, you have thrilled
to a great cause, you have paid a great price.
No man can do more. Now you are ill and ·
suffering, yet you have not forgotten and ·
will never forget. Mentally and spiritually
and practically, I want every American
soldier and saiior 1'whom we say the war
has disabled, if it is humanly possible, to
be helped by ·his very disability. I want
you who ar.e living here at 'The House of
the Golden Wish' to undertake courses of
work and study that you might never have
had the opportunity to undertake had
things gone on in the ordinary course of
events.
Disabled soldiers?
Why, you
will become more able citizens from this
fact, soldiers of peace such as we need in
our national life."
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Though he belonged to an old-fashioned
school of oratory, Colonel Churchill was
able to arouse and hold the interest of his
audience.
Naturally his speech was chiefly addressed
to the soldiers, yet Bianca found her own
attention so engaged that she did not
observe who it was that slipped into the
place reserved for Charlotta until a voice
spoke in her ear.
"Bianca, have you forgotten your friend?"
With a start of recognition, Bianca
turned.
"Carlo N avara, I did not dream you were
in this part of the world!"
"Then you fail to read the newspapers,
Bianca mia, or you would have learned
that the world famous tenor, Carlo Navara,
was to make his appearance at a concert
in Washington this afternoon."
"And you have come to sing for us at
'The House of the Golden Wish' to-night?
Is that what Sonya meant when she said
she had a surprise in store for her audience?"
"Why not? Sonya wished it and I
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thought Bianca might be pleased. Do you
remain my greatest friends?"
Bianca shook her head.
"No, Carlo, I have no such expectation
now y@u are becoming a more famous
person every day. Yet it will be wonderful
to hear you sing once again. Now we
must_not talk any more. The Colonel's
speech ii nearly ended, so try not to be
restles&."
Carlo Navara smiled in the indulgent
fashion. with which he had regarded Bianca
through their long friendship. Her understaading of his eharacter was sometimes
amusing. At present, for instance, Bianca
inteaded to suggest the obvious fact that
he would grow restless if any one except
himseli occupied the center of the stage.
A few mements later Sonya Clark was
hendl introoucing the distinguished singer
to the audience.
"Carl• Navara, whose name perhaps the
greate£ Dumber of you know, I met first
in Italy. An Amerkan citizen, because of
his lta.ia·• parents he gave up Jti& cueer
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as a singer in order to fight fo r world
freedom under the Italian flag.
Wound ed, he had returne d to the United
States when his own country entered the
war. Then again he became a soldier, this
time an Americ an soldier in France serving
under the Stars and Stripes. Now he is
daily a more and more famom artist . He .
has just hurried to us from his debut in
Washin gton this afterno on and I am sure
he is especially pleased at the oppertu nity
to sing for his fellow soldiers ."
Later Carlo sang with the old simplic ity
and sincerit y charact eristic of him ae an
artist if not as a man. First he san~ several
of the ballads which he rememb ered the
soldiers had liked in the •ld days in camp.
How far away they now seemed te liim, ·
whose life had been crowdea1 with success ·
since then. Not so far away perhaps t• the
men whose wounds had -·n ot yet Jaeafetl !
Then Carlo closed with a little })'>em of
Stevens on's which had been set to music
especially for him:
And to Sonya Clark he looked like the
boy she had first met in Italy years a99.
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"I woke before the morning, I was happy all the day,
I never said an ugly word, but smiled and stuck to
play.
"And now at last the sun is going down behind. the
wood,
And I am happy, for I know that I've been good.

''My bed is waiting, cool and fresh, with liaen
smooth and fair, ·
And I must off to sleepsin-by, and not forget my
prayer.

"I kaow that till to-morrow when I see the sun arise,
No ugly dream shall fright my mind, no ugly sight
my eyes.
"But slumber hold me tightly till I waken i.&l the
dawn
And hear the thrushes singing in the lilacs rouad
the lawn."
Carl~ ·and

Bianca, wandering about, conversing with the soldiers, came finally upon
Charlotta Scherin. She was talking to
Major Jimmie Hersey, yvhose hand was
resting upon Nora Jamison's arm. He had
risen in order to speak to Carlo Navara.
The change in the young officer whom he
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had known in Coblenz shocked Carlo,
althou gh he made an effort to conceal the
fact . .
The two girls, Bianc a and Charl otta,
left them togeth er.
"I never saw you looking lovelier than
you do to-nig ht," Bianc a whispered. "Why
·
did you not sit with us?"
"Why , Bianca? Only becau se I wante d
to talk to Majo r Herse y and I hoped he
would be pleased with my appea rance .
But he paid no attent ion to me excep t that
he is always polite. Sometimes I wish he
would forget to be now and then. I suppose
there is no reason for me to try to hide it
from you, Bianca, that I like Majo r Herse y
and I am sorry he no longer likes me.
You are younger than I, but I know you
will under stand and keep my confidence.''
"Of course, my dear," Bianc a murmured . "But, Charl otta, after all, why
should you care? Surely you realize that
you and Majo r Herse y never could be
more than ordina ry friends. He was a
talent ed officer, I know, but now the war
1s over and his health has broken down,
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he has no chance to be of importance m
the world. You have wealth and beauty
and position. Naturally Major Hersey
must consider this if you do not." ,,
Charlotta sighed.
"Dear me, and I thought the United
States was a democratic country! Why
else have I always dreamed of coming here?
However, Bianca, I am afraid this is not
the . reason Major Hersey pays so little
attention to me. You see, he intends to
get well and continue his profession as a
soldier and Nora Jamison has promised to
help him. Suppose we go and .speak to
Colonel Churchill, I want to tell him how
much I enjoyedfiis speech."
In the act of shaking hands, · Colonel
Churd1ill had an opportunity to say without
being overheard:
"I expect to have good news for you in
a few days, little Countess, concerning
your Good Samaritan quest. But don't
tell the little girl, Peggy, until I am more
sure ol my facts ."

CHAPTE R X

Two Newcomers

Y, I have something impor"PEGG
tant to say to you."
Peggy Harper was in the drawing-room one morning dusting and setting
things to rights and so interested in her
task that she had not heard Bianca Zoli
enter. Although not a Red Cross nurse,
Peggy had become a Red Cross girl in "The
House of the Golden Wish,'' She wore a
white Red Cross apron over her blue cotton
dress.
As she and Bianca faced each other they
were not unlike in appearanc e, except that
Peggy was younger and had blue eyes,
while Bianca's eyes were dark and an
unu8ual contrast with her gold hair. Then
Peggy looked like a girl who had been
sheltered and seen little of the world.
Bianca possessed the maturity long characteristic of her and due to her mixed inheri(137)
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tances, Italian and American. Moreover,
Bianca now wore her hair in a low coil at
the back of her neck, while Peggy's hair,
half silver, half gold, it was so fair, hung to
her shoulders and was tied back with a
velvet ribbon.
"Charlotta is in town having lunch with
Colonel Churchill," Bianca continued in an
apparently irrelevant fashion. "And in
half an hour I am going into Washington
for my French and music. Charlotta suggested that I bring you toColonel Churchill's
to join them."
"Is this the important thing you have
to say to me?" Peggy inquired, her expression not impatient, but grave and a little
sad.
·
"Oh, there is a definite reason why
Colonel Churchill and Charlotta want to
see you. I might as well speak plainly,
since you must learn the truth in a · little
while. Colonel Churchill and Charlotta
believe they have found your brother, but
they are not sure. They cannot be sure
because he himself is not able to prove his
identity."
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"Not able to prove his identity?" Peggy
repeated. · "I am afraid I don't understand."
"No, I presume you cannot," Bianca
returned gently, "yet if you had seen only
a portion of what I beheld in Europe as a
Red Cross girl you might be able to guess.
Your brother was gassed during one of the
final attacks of the enemy. If it is your
brother whom Colonel Churchill has located
he is in a hospital in Washington suffering
from a nervous breakdown. He talks very
little, but says he thinks his name is Martin
Harper, although he has no recollection of a
sister or of his former home."
"Then why should Colonel Churchill and
Charlotta believe the young man is my
brother?" Peggy inquired, her voice shaking, yet making a strong effort to retain her
self-control. "Martin Harper is not an
ordinary name and yet is not so unusual
that some one else might not possess it.
I cannot think it possible that my brother
should have forgotten me and his past life~
Colonel Churchill and Charlotta have been
wonderfully kind and I am deeply grateful,
but they must have made a mistake."
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"Sit down, dear, for a few moments,''
Bianca proposed. "Perhaps you would
like to have Sonya or Dr. Clark talk to you.
Sonya suggested that I speak to you first
and then she would see you later if you
liked. You see, my dear, your brother is
not himself. The reason Colonel Churchill
and Charlotta think he is your brother is
not because of what he has said or what he
recalls. Through certain papers and methods employed by the government for identification, the young man appears to be
Martin Harper from Tennessee, a former
United States army lieutenant. Letters
were written to Tennessee saying he was
being cared for at the St. Elizabeth I-lo&pital
in Washington City, but they were never
answered." ·
"No, there was no one at home to reply,"
Peggy returned in a childish fadiion. "It
is as if the little town where we once lived
had disappeared and we had llO friends.
Take me to Martin. Perhaps even if he is
ill, he will know me when we see each other.
I cannot believe he has forgotten ~."
"Very well, Peggy, Dr. Clark is to drive
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us into the National Capital in a few
moments. He wants to see Colonel Churchill and perhaps go t o the hospital. There
is one thing I want you to remember.
Perhaps you have forgotten, but you said
to Charlotta and me not long ago that
possibly you and your brother might find
difficulty in recognizing each other. You
were only a little girl when he left home and
now nearly five years have passed."
"Yes, but I shall know Martin even if
he fails to recognize me," Peggy returned.
"And that will be the important thing with
me first to know that my brother is alive.
Afterwards when he is stronger he will be
more sure of me and the past."
Peggy had risen from her chair and started
toward the door, when Bianca's hand on
her arm restrained her.
"Y~ do realize that your brother may
appear greatly changed, Peggy? Not only
wift there be the difference made by the
lOllg years, but you must remember all he
11.as endured, all he is still suffering."
"Oh, yes, I understand," yet Peggy's
expression and tone carried no comfort or
c. .~ction to Bianca.
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How childish Peggy was and how little
she knew of life! The very fact that they
had discovered a girl of her gentle breeding
in an East Side tenemen t without frienµs
and entirely unconscious of her danger was
a sufficient proof. Neverthe less, she had
found friends, and seemed daily to increase
their number.
Bianca placed her arm about the younger
girl, feeling relieved that her responsi bility
in the present situation was over. What
Peggy wished to do was exactly what
Charlott a and Colonel Churchil l had decided
was the better part of wisdom.
If Peggy could herself see and recognize
her brother, added to the other proofs, they
might be reasonab ly sure of his identity.
If she failed to recognize him there might
be a doubt. The fact that the young
officer responde d to the name of Martin
Harper was not enough in itself. He might
be suffering from a confusion of personal ity,
since his nurses insisted he had called himself by another name upon his arrival at
the hospital.
"You'll let me help you get ready,
Peggy," Bianca proposed .
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"No, go and tell Mrs. Clark that I am
all right and she is not to worry over me.
She has been wonderfully kind with all her
other ·cares. Ask her for me, when Martin
is well, may I bring him here to 'The House
of the Golden Wish.' He is sure to recover
here as everyone else is doing."
"Of course," Bianca returned. "Only
you realize it may be a long time."
"I don't in the least believe Peggy
Harper realizes what lies ahead of her,
Sonya," Bianca remarked a few moments
later. "I know no one so ignorant of life."
"Don't make yourself miserable, Bianca,"
Sonya protested. "Dear me, I had intended
that you spend this year at boarding-school
in order to be away from our Red Cross
difficulties! But I suppose it is only fair to
wait until next year. Fortunately here at
the National Capital one can find almost
the best girls' schools in the country. Don't
neglect your work at present even if I have
no opportunity to look after you as I should.
Carlo was talking to me about you the
other evening and I believe was reproaching
me. As for Peggy, remember Colonel
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Churchill and Charlotta would not have
the little girl see her brother (I suppose he
is her brother) if they feared he would be a
great shock to her. I believe he is only
dazed and uncertain, both phyekally and
mentally. Dr. Clark has already agreed
with Colonel Churchill that, if the young
man proves to be Peggy's brother and it is
possible for us to look after him, he will
bring him here as soon as he can be moved.
"Now kiss me and run away, Bianca, as
I have a dozen things to do at once. And
remember faithfully to keep on with your
French and music. You are not forgetting
your Italian?"
Bianca shook her head.
"No, I _don't forget. Later on, Sonya,
when you are not so busy, I want to ask
you something. Is there any way in which
I can find out if my mot her is still alive?
"Do you think I might write to my fost er
brot her, Paulo Zoli? He takes no more
interest in me, yet perhaps he would
answer."
Bianca had
Sonya Clark hesitated.
since her
child
come to seem like her own

'l\vo :N'eW'coiners

145

Now any
adoption of her m Italy.*
reference to Bianca's history before their
meeting troubled her. Yet one could not
expect or wish Bianca altogether to forget
her own mother's tragic and disastrous
existence.
"Why, naturally Paulo will answer if he
receives a letter from you, Bianca. Yet
one cannot count on his knowing what has
happened to your mother. I'll write him
if you prefer."
"I would rather talk it over with you first
before we decide," Bianca answered and
went away to join Peggy.
The following week two newcomers were
made members of the family at "The
House of the Golden Wish."
One of them was presumably Martin
Harper, the young American officer. It
was Peggy Harper's impression that the
young man was her brother, although a
number of details troubled and confused
her more t han she confessed to her friends.
Assuredly her brother had changed more
than she had dreamed it possible t hat any
"See"~
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human being could change in the course of
a few years. He appeared ten or fifteen
years older than she expected. His . hair,
which had been light brown, was now gray,
he was taller and thinner and his features
more prominent. But all this, as had been
explained to her and as she herself could
understand, might have been due to what
he had suffered.
1
jEven though his eyes were the same in
color and shape, yet their expression had
altered. The Martin she recalled had been
gay and domineering, the present Martin
was gentle and fearful.
Notwithstanding, Peggy announced to
her friends that her brother had been found .
She had been almost convinced of the fact
at their first meeting and believed she
would grow more positive as time went on
and Martin became more like his former
self. His physicians suggested this might
be possible.
Moreover, the young man had appeared
to have a slight recollection of Peggy after
seeing her and listening to her story of
their past life. He never seemed definite

-·-------
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concerning either his own history or hers.
As a matter of fact, it would not have
been possible under existing conditions to
have brought the young officer to "The
House of the Golden Wish,'' save that the
little Countess Charlotta insisted she would
devote herself to him as completely as
possible. The soldiers suffering from shell
shock, from mental or nervous breakdowns,
once on the road to convalescence were
more apt to improve under the care and
guidance of a single, sympathetic individual
t han under general treatment. This was
the consensus of opinion among the great
nerve specialists employed by the government. At present Charlotta Scherin had
concluded that her one desire in life was
t o enroll herself as a Red Cross girl and
undertake the care of Peggy's brother with
such help as Peggy herself would be able
to give.
The action may have been due to one of
Charlotta's sudden enthusiasms and might
be short-lived. However, she went at it
with her ususal energy and determination.
Undoubtedly the little Luxemburg Countess
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had taken a sudden fancy to Peggy Harper,
who appeared in need of help. But also
she may have wished to point an object
lesson. It is just possible that she may have
decided to show that there were other
persons capable of self-sacrifice and devotion beside Nora Jamison.
The other newcomer to "The House of
the Golden Wish" was Timothy Brackett,
whose family had rescued Peggy at the time
of her illness. Since then Dr. David Clark
had been interested in the young man and
his effort to recover his strength and return
to work.

CHAPTER XI
Tests
F Charlotta did not find her new responsibility as easy or pleasing as in the
beginning because of her ignorance she
may have hoped, nevertheless for the present
she was keeping to her task gallantly.
There was one reason which may have
spurred Charlotta, who was temperamentally obstinate--the attitude of her friends.
Without absolutely opposing the idea, Sonya
Clark had shown no enthusiasm at Charlotta's decision to become a Red Cross girl
and help with the care of the soldiers at
"The House of the Golden Wish."
She was acquainted with Charlotta's
history, knew that although her father and
aunt had endeavored to bring her up with
discipline and severity, they had been
unsuccessful, since in the end Charlotta had
nearly always managed to gain her own way.
Beautiful and daring, with an independent

I

(149)

.150

At the National Capital

fortune inherited from her French mother,
it was not easy to guess what her personal
influence might be. Ordinarily generous,
frank and sweet-tem pered, she possessed
other traits of character not so disarming.
Then there w.as Susan Pringle, Charlotta ' s
English chaperon.
Personally she enjoyed living for a time
at "The House of the Golden Wish," where
she might make herself useful and be
relieved from the responsibi lity of guarding
the young Countess from too interestin g
adventure s at all times and seasons. Yet
for Charlotta' s own sake she objected . to
her determina tion to become a Red Cross
girl and devote a number of months to the
work. During the war the Red Cross had'
been essential, and many girls in Charlotta 's
position had devoted their time and energy
to its various demands. But now the war
was over, Miss Pringle could not view the
circumstan ces in the same light.
She and Charlotta had come to the
United States to travel, at least this had
been their original plan. During the first
few months they had gone about from place
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to place, covering more ground than Miss
Pringle could have imagined , having spent
all her previous existence in England and
the small Duchy of Luxembu rg. Then
weary of the constant change and receiving
a letter from Bianca Zoli, to w horn she was
deeply attached , Charlott a had thrust herself and her compani on upon their former
friends. Now they had become accepted
members of the househol d.
One or two consolati ons had Susan Pringle
in the present situation : Charlott a appeared
to her safe from any possible romance .
The young America n officer who had seemed'
intereste d in her during their stay in Coblenz now showed her no attention . Moreover, he was too ill to be concerne d with
anything save his own recovery.. Personal ly
Susan Pringle liked Major Jimmie Hersey,
thinking him more of a gentlema n than one
ordinaril y met in America . She herself
often talked to him for a few moments
at a time, inquiring concerni ng his health.
Charlott a seemed entirely indiffere nt and
more intereste d in the welfare of every
soldier in "The House of the Golden Wish"
than in Major Hersey.
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But these were negative consolations.
Charlotta's friendship with the young American officer Susan never had regarded with
any seriousness; at present her positive
pleasure was in Charlotta's acquaintance
with Colonel Churchill and the entertainment he appeared to gain from her society.
He seemed to have some proper appreciation of Charlotta's position in the world,
which the girl herself was so apt to forget,
in spite of Susan's repeated admonitions.
In any case, Colonel Churchill had talked
to Susan Pringle, urging her to permit the
young Countess to do what she wished for a
few months, although Susan felt powerless
to prevent her doing otherwise. In that
case the little Countess would be near the
National Capital, and he himself would see
that she became familiar with Washington
and with Washington society. As a visitor
to the United States she could not have a
better opportunity than by meeting some
of the prominent men and women in official
life.
Susan agreed with this; she was a little
annoyed that the elderly Colonel appeared
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to take an almost equal interest in Peggy
Harper , but this she could underst and was
kindnes s on his part, as the girl was a
souther ner and in a very trying position.
If her brother recover ed, under her own and
Charlot ta's care, her position would be far
happier .
But that Charlo tta was really going to
be of much help to the young Americ an
lieuten ant in his effort to regain his health,
both mental and physica l, after a comple te
nervous breakdo wn, Susan Pringle was
exceedi ngly dubious . From her own experience of her charge, devoted as she was t o
the young Counte ss, Charlo tta was more
apt to precipi tate a nervous breakdo wn upon
the individ ual who attemp ted to control
her than to aid in curing any one suffering
from the misfort une.
Howeve r, there was one thing of which
Susan Pringle was convinc ed: one must
never be too sure of Charlo tta in any
particu lar. More than once she had managed to accomp lish what appeare d impossible, such as the conque st of her father and
his consent to their trip to the United States.

154

At the National Capital

Bianca herself, though never doubting
her friend's intention, was doubtful whether
Charlotta had either the patience or sympathy necessary to her self-imposed task.
Yet since Charlotta declared that she
wished to help Peggy Harper in her effort
to restore her brother to a normal state of
mind, and since the task was not only
Peggy's duty but a necessity, and since she
announced herself as wholly unequal to the
task alone, why one could scarcely deny
Peggy the aid and inspiration she so much
needed from the older girl.
And of course the two girls were not alone
in their effort.
As a matter of fact, every member of the
household at "The House of the Golden
Wish" helped in greater or less degree.
But possibly because they arrived upon the
same day, or because of his original interest
and kindness to Peggy Harper, Timothy
Brackett v·as of more use than any one
else.
It was he who occupied the same room
with the former American lieutenant and
frequently spent hours with Peggy and
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Charlotta in their attempts to entertain
and stimulate the young officer into an
effort to recall something of his past life
and to display an interest in his future.
The task was a difficult one. Peggy
Harper was most discouraged · by her
brother's condition and lack of memory.
Surely it was difficult to influence this
listless young fellow who would sit for
hours without moving and apparently without thinking, and then suffer a sudden
attack of nervous terror when nothing had
occurred to disturb him. More of a father
than a brother was the Martin Peggy
recalled in the old days before the war.
How long ago they now seemed! Then he
had been cheerful and imperious, had
insisted that she spend less time with her
old Scotch nurse and more with the other
little girls in the town in which they were
living. At the outbreak of the war in
Europe he had been studying law in the
office of their guardian. But from the
moment Germany entered Belgium Martin
Harper .took no further interest in his
studies.
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Peggy recalled how many times she had
begge_d her brother not to leave ·home,
fearing they would not see each other again
and dreading her own loneliness if anything
should happen to him. Yet his answer
always had been that their ancestors had
been soldiers and that he must ·play a part
in the greatest war the world had ever known.
Now Martin could recall nothing ~f his
high ambition nor of his life before the war.
The experiences during the war which he
could remember it would have been wiser
had he been able to forget.
Indeed, Peggy oftentimes doubted whether the young man could be her brother,
Martin. She might have confes8ed her
discouragement except for the kind~ess of
Charlotta Scherin and Timothy Brackett,
two human beings as widely separated by
inheritance and environment as could be
conceived, and yet oddly brought into the
same surroundings by one of the many
freaks of circumstance.
Moreover, Charlotta and Timothy had a
certain understanding and appreciation of
each other.
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One radian t June morni ng the four of
them,_Peggy, Charl otta, Timo thy Brack ett,
and the young officer who was presum edly
Marti n Harpe r, had been spend ing the
morni ng togeth er out of doors. It was
Docto r Clark 's order that Marti n Harpe r
be ~kept in the fresh air and away from all
noise and excite ment whene ver it was
possible. Becau se it was Satur day Timo thy
was not at the agricu ltural school where he
spent the greate r portio n of each day.
Instea d the four young person s were
togeth er at the end of the garde n and not
far from the bank of the river.
Charl otta was engag ed in trying to
intere st the young Amer ican officer, whom
she regard ed as her partic ular charge , in• a
simpl e exper iment in wood- carvin g, for
which she happe ned to have a talent . She
had studie d it some time before.
Accor ding to the advice of an emine nt
nerve specia list Lieut enant Harpe r must be
taugla t to take an intere st in some form of
handi craft. Later he might learn a trade
a•d ihe effort would be helpfu l towar 4 his
iaal recoTery.

'

158

At the National Capital

So far, however, his interest had been
difficult to develop. This morning Charlotta found herself doing the greater part
of the work while her patient looked aimlessly about him or appeared to listen in a
half-hearted fashion to the conversation
gomg on between Peggy and Timothy
Brackett.
"What is it you are studying, Mr.
Brackett?" Peggy inquired. · The former
private soldier had scarcely lifted his eyes
from the pages of the magazine he-held in
his hands since he had escorted the girls
and their charge to their present position.
Dr. Clark and Mrs. Clark were not willing
that they should go any distance away
from the house alone with their patient.
"Oh, nothing that would not bore you,
Miss Peggy," the young man replied. "I
know I have already said enough to you
about my desire to become a fa rmer and to
get away from the old East Side New York
life to make you wish you had never seen
or heard of me. Some day I believe the
government may give the soldiers who want
the opportunity the chance to s~art life as
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men behind the plough instead of the gun.
Dr. Clark agrees with me and that is why I
am hard at work. I am so much better
since I got away from the crowding and
fretting, because I was not strong enough
after my wound healed to go on with any
worth-while work, that I presume I won't
remain long at 'The House of the Golden
Wish.' I want to make the best of my time
while I am here. At present I am reading
agricultural reports of the United States
government~ Queer if they want farmers
so much they won't give a few ex-soldiers a
little land, which we could pay for in time."
Peggy nodded sympathetically.
Besides appreciating his former kindness
to her and his present kindness to her
brother, she liked Timothy Brackett very
much personally.
He was a simple,
straightforward fellow, fairly well educated,
although coming from plain people. Nevertheless, he was intelligent and ambitious
and anxious to make the best of every opportunity, and although a newcomer to "The
House of the Golden Wish," extremely
popular.

160

At the National Capital

"Oh, I am sure I would not worry if I
were you,'' the younger of the two girls
answered. "You will have the farm you
dream of some day. I too would like to
spend my days in the country if it were half
as lovely as here. I am not like Charlotta,
I am afraid of people, I have led such a
quiet life until the last year. But you
know, I can't be sorry you were living in
the tenement where I tried so unsuccessfully to take care of myself. I don't know
what would have become of me except for
your family and you."
"You had no right to have been there
even for a few days,'' Timothy Brackett
answered warmly. "I felt it from the
moment I first saw you. It was as if a
little white bird had wandered in amid a
lot of city swallows. No telling what they
might have done to you. Lucky thing you
fell ill when you did and t he Red Cross
rescued you! I wonder how m any persons
in this world have reason to be grat eful to
the Red Cross, women and children as well
as soldiers?"
"Yes, I suppose I was foolish to ·t hink I
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could support myself and live alone, when
I had always been taken care of almost as
if I were a baby. I suppose it was because
I was such a baby that I made the attempt.
But I did not have any money and I did
not know what to do. Martin,'' Peggy
turned to the young officer, who at the
sound of his name apparently realized he
was being spoken to directly, "do you
know that our former guardian with whom
you were studying law before you went to
the war is dead and his affairs are in a
dreadful tangle? Mrs. Clark received a
letter explaining that this was why I had
never heard or received the money I exFinally when his papers were
pected.
looked over and my letters discovered, I
had disappeared from the address Nanna
and I had given. I thought our former
landlady would forward my letters to the
tenement, but probably she was too busy to
t ake the trouble."
"You poor child,'' Charlotta murmured,
"I can't bear to think of any human being
alone in New York City without money,
and least of all, you ! "
11
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"Oh, well, I see no point in worrying
when it is all over and I have made so many
friends," Peggy replied. "Besides, I suppose Martin and I will not be altogether
paupers, as I feared, once our affairs are
straightened out. You know we own a
good deal of land; Martin used to say we ·
were land poor, but he always hated farming
and said that the men who rented our land
on shares never made the best of it. I
suppose we could sell some of our land when
Martin is better and we leave here."
Charlotta Scherin glanced up from her
work. "When Martin is better." The
phrase had a very doubtful sound in her
ears. For a moment she wished the two
men might have changed places and that
Timothy Brackett were Peggy's brother
rather than the other young fellow. Peggy
needed some one to care for her and even if
Timothy were plain, he was strong and kind
and fond of the young girl whom he had
been able to befriend. With her own
brother she had not much outlook for
either happiness or protection. Indeed,
she would probably be forced to be his guide
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and protector, and certainly she appeared
unfitted for the task.
"I wish I had a few thousand dollars so
I could buy a little of the extra land you
own. I'd make it pay and would not mind
living down south and raising corn and
tobacco. The idea sounds good to me."
" I wish I had money enough to give the
few thousands of dollars to you," Charlotta
remarked in her usual impulsive fashion.
"Then you would be able to watch over
Peggy and Lieutenant Harper when I am
compelled to leave. Colonel Churchill has
such heaps of money, I don't see why he
does not let you have what you need. I
wish I had the courage to ask him."
"Please don't think of such a thing," the
young soldier answered quickly. "Colonel
Churchill is doing enough when he provides
a home like this."
So Charlotta said nothing more on the
subject, turning her attention toward her
charge again and trying to persuade him to
whittle her two squares of wood of the same
size. They were supposed to be making a
book rack together. She had observed that
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Lieutenant Harper had not paid any further
attention to what Peggy had said after first
answering to his name.
Afterwards Charlotta shut herself from
the convers ation of her other companions
and tried to t alk to Martin Harper as simply as one would speak to a little child.
Now and then he would answer, "yes"
or "no", but nothing else. And never for
five minutes at a time could he be persuaded
t o hold the knife in his hand with which he '
was supposed to be working.
However, Charlotta kept at her task
valiantly. Yet when a bell in a church
tower not far away struck twelve she jumped
up quickly.
''There, I had forgotten to tell you, I am
going in to Washington to meet some
friends of Colonel Churchill's this afternoon.
You won't mind if I leave you and ask you
to bring Lieutenant Harper to the house." 1
A little ashamed of herself, Charlotta
lturried away. An hour longer she might
have remained with her charge and still be
in time for her engagement. Yet suddenly
slite bad realized that sh~ «:>uW Mt be
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patient another moment without betrayin g
her irritation . This endless sitting still was
what made the task she had assumed more
difficult than she had imagined . It was not
the nervous strain upon her of which Susan
Pringle and Mrs. Clark had both warned
her, but the physical strain which she at
times found unendura ble.
How any sane human being could endure
sitting still in one place for any length of
time, Charlott a never had understo od in her
life.
Hurryin g back to the house, she made up
her mind to see if she could arrange to ride
horsebac k for an hour or so every day, as she
had been accustom ed to doing. She would
speak of her wish to Colonel Churchil l and
perhaps they could occasion ally ride together.

CHAPTE R XII

Approaching a Reconciliation
URRYIN G toward the house and
wondering if her companions had
noticed her impatience, unexpectedly Charlotta discovered Major Jimmie
Hersey walking slowly up and down a few
yards from the chair where he usually remained seated when out of doors.
Impulsive ly Charlotta rushed forward
and without waiting for permission slipped
her arm through his.
"I was afraid you might fall, I have not
seen you walking alone for so long,'' she
stammered in unusual embarrass ment. "Do
you think you should be making such an
exertion?"
Whatever good resolutions one may have
made in the past, was it possible they could
be expected to hold out against such generous friendliness? For some little time
Major Hersey and Charlotta had scarcely
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done more. than bow to each other and had
not exchanged a dozen words.
Now Jimmie Hersey found himself flushing in the stupid fashion he was never able
to control.
"Oh, I am all right, thank you,'i he
managed to say. "In fact, I am getting
so much stronger Dr. Clark has suggested
that I indulge in a little strenuous exercise
such as walking up and down a few paces.
A change, isn't it, from m~rching through
France and Belgium and Luxemburg to the
banks of the Rhine?"
"But I should think one might enjoy a
little rest," Charlotta urged. "Don't you
think you might sit down now for a while
and let us have a short talk. I was hurrying into the house because I am going to
Washington this afternoon to be introduced
to some friends of Colonel Churchill and to
see something more of the National Capital.
But I really was not in so much of a hurry
as I pretended. I suddenly grew too
nervous to keep still any longer. But what
a dreadfully selfish thing for me to say to
you, you who have been keeping quiet for
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months, and I know you like it as little as
I do. Please forgive me. I do wish I were
a little more like Nora Jamison; every one
of the soldiers speaks of how sympathet ic
and wonderful she is. I don't like her very
much, and yet I realize she would never
have made a speech like that."
"Yes, but Miss Jamison is older and has
been trained in a different school from you,
little Countess," Major Jimmie replied,
allowing Charlotta to place him in his chair
and fuss over him in a fashion which he
usually disliked.
Moreover, Charlotta offered no objection
to Major Hersey's calling her "little Countess," a title he often chose for her, whatever her objection to its use by other persons.
She sat down now on a low bench not far
away and, resting her chin in her hand,
dropped into an unusual silence, considering
the fact that she had just suggested having
a talk with her present companion.
She was wearing a Red Cross apron entirely covering the rest of her costume and
the little white cap sedately pinned over her
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dark hair, a contrast to the picture of her
Major Hersey usually recalled, riding at
breakneck speed with him along the yellow
banks of the Rhine.
"Curious that we should meet here in the
United States!" he began, this being the
last thing in the world he had wished to
say. "I thought when you said good-by to
me in Germany a year of more ago that we
had vanished from each other's lives forever. Anything else seems incredible to me
even now."
"Oh, well, perhaps our good-by was only
delayed and the second will be final. You
and I shall not stay always at 'The House
of the Golden Wish,' and we are not a pt to
run across each other a third time. I suppose you are one of the persons who think
I have made a mistake in attempting any
serious Red Cross work. But please don't
discourage me to-day, I am already sufficiently cast down. I thought perhaps I ·
could Jielp Peggy Harper's brother as Miss
Jamison has been able to help you. Don't
you suppose I have been able to notice the
change in you since you have been friends?
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Yet this morning I feel as if some one with
more e:xperience or a more self-sacrificing
disposition ought to have undertaken the
duty. Dr. Clark and other physicians and
Colonel Churchill said the first thing for me
to attempt was to try to interest Lieutenant
Harper in something, persuade him to concentrate upon a simple task so that he
might forget what was troubling him. ·1
have not succeeded, yet Nora Jamison
seems to have had no difficulty in succeeding
with you."
Throwing back his head, Jimmie Hersey
laughed as .he had not in a long time.
"See here, little Countess, perhaps I
should not have laughed," he said finally,
"but do you think Lieutenant Harper's case
and mine similar? I know that I have been
knocked out physically and that I was
pretty badly depressed, but it did not occur
'to me that any one would think I was suffering from a mental or a nervous breakdown. Well, I am glad I have improved if
that is the case."
This time it was Charlotta who blushed.
"Oh, no, I did not mean that, I am fool-
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ish," she urged. "I was only wondering
what it was that Miss Jamison had done to
cheer you up and if you would be willing to
tell me. I know I am curious., but I don't
think I wish to know this because of my
curiosity. You believe I am glad for your
sake?"
The girl looked so pretty and so unusually
humble that Major Jimmie did his best not
to stare at her too fixedly, yet not with
much success.
"Why, of course I'll be glad to tell you,"
he answered. "First of all, Miss Jamison
helped me not to be so sorry for myself by
pointing out that a good soldier, such as I
have always hoped to be, does not lie down
when he has bad luck in a battle. He gets
ready for the next fight. She suggested that
one of the ways in which I might manage to
do this was by not wasting all the leisure I
have thrust upon me these days. She mentione<f that I too might try to follow Colonel
Churchill's advice and get a little bit farther
ahead because of my present handicap than
if things had all been plain sailing. Fact is
I was sitting here in this chair mentally be-
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wailing my lot, even if I tried not to bore
people by saying too much aloud. But I
have liked watching the other fellows working hard at the new occupations they are
trying to learn. Some of them are great,
aren't they? They are not complaining and
not wasting time.
So, although I never
was much given to studying in the past, Dr.
Clark said it might be a good plan if I gave
up a few hours a day to reading, so as not to
make the hours go by too slowly. I have
been reading the biographies of famous
_soldiers and then their military ideas and
plans. I have even had the nerve lately to
write down a few of my own ideas. The
United States is not a military country and
God knows the men who fought in Europe
will be the last on earth who will wish to go
to war again. Yet we surely have to keep
a few soldiers on hand in order to see tha't
the right man and the right country win.
I told you it was one of my ambitions to
continue as one of those soldiers. Yet if it
is not possible that I shall see actiTe service
again, I may learn to be useful to the War
Department in some other way.
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"So I have made up my mind at least
to try to get well. To tell you the truth,
I was not trying before I came to 'The
House of the Golden Wish.' Now I plan
to stay here this summer and then go out
West when the fall comes to some place
where I can live out of doors."
"Nora Jamison comes from the west,
doesn't she?" Charlotta inquired so irrelevantly that Jimmie Hersey believed she had
taken little interest in what he had just
confided to her.
"Why, yes, I believe so," he returned.
"I d1ink she did say that she came originally
from California. But what difference does
that make?"
Charlotta sighed.
"No difference, of course; only I was
wondering if you might not find California
a pleasant place in which to spend next
winter? I had planned to go West before
I returned to Luxemburg, but if I stay
here for so many months, I may decide I
had best return to my father."
"Tit.en don't stay here too long," Major
:Me1sey urged. "You see, little Co•ntess,
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you ought to have a different experience
in the United States than living here and
being a Red Cross girl. I am sure Mrs.
Clark can find some one to take your place
with Lieutenant Harper, who would perhaps
be more successful than you say you are.
The thing for you to do is to meet all the
prominent people you can in Washington
and go to dances and receptions and have
a bully time. Why, it .is like taking a
cardinal, the Kentucky red bird, and shutting her up in a cage, to keep you here."
~ But instead of Charlotta's being pleased
by this compliment, wounded, she got up
slowly·from her seat.
"So you do not think there is a possibility
of my learning to become a useful person?
And you are so anxious not to see me again
that you even desire me to leave 'The House
of the Golden Wish' almost at once. I do
not understand, Major Jimmie, why you
will not be better friends." .
Charlotta put out her hand with a little
friendly, appealing gesture.
"At first I was cross and wounded because
you liked Miss Jamison more than you
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liked me; we · had been more intimate
friends when we parted in Europe. But now
I have gotten over being hurt and understand it is because Miss Jamison really is
nicer and can do more for you. Yet I
think you .might be a little nice to me,
too."
There was nothing for Major Jimmie to
do but to take Charlotta's hand, yet he
held it barely an instant.
''You do not understand, little Countess,
and I never intend that you shall," he
insisted. "But you are mistaken if you
don't think I appreciate your friendliness
not alone to me, but to everybody. You
are one of the most generous and natural
people in the world. I hope I have not
failed in the proper attitude for an humble
soldier to show to so lovely and aristocratic
a lady."
"Oh, but you are hateful!" Charlotta
answered with a little stamp of her foot,
and hurried indoors.

CHAPTER XIII

" BUT,

A Reception

Colonel Churchill, why didn't
you or Bianca tell me that we
were going to a reception at the
White House this after~oon? Suppose I
had not worn my best clothes!"
Colonel Churchill smiled, bowing with
old-fashioned gallantry.
"It would never occur to me, or to any
one else that the little Countess's costumes
are not always perfection. But perhaps I
should have told you, only M iss Bianca
and I desired the occasion to be an entire
surprise. The White House has been closed
t o all entertaining for so long a time, but
t his afternoon there is to be a reception
in honor of several Red Cross workers , who
are in the National Capital for the first
time since their return from Europe. · There
will be a variety of guests, members of
the Cabinet, Senate and Congress.
There
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may also be a few humble persons. In fact.
I have heard that the White House has for
some time wished to open its doors to the
returned American soldiers who are having
vocational training in Washingto n, not all
of them of course, but a representa tive
number. I am sorry we could not arrange
an entirely distinguish ed company in honor
of the Countess Charlotta Scherin."
"So you do think the American soldiers
who fought and saved the country are
less distinguish ed than the politicians who
remained at home?" Charlotta inquired,
flushing and speaking in her usual impetuous
fashion.
Then observing that Colonel Churchill
was laughing at her and that his final
remark had been made to provoke her
retort, she glanced around the room where
she and Bianca Zoli were seated.
Colonel Churchill, having given his country home and the greater part of his large
income for the use of the wounded soldiers
under the care of the Red Cross, was
neverthele ss living in extremely comfortab le
His
fashion in the National Capital.
12
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Washington house was a low two story
and a half building with a basement kitchen.
The house was of red brick, a style most
common to Washington half a century ago,
~hen the city possessed a more southern
atmosphere and appearance than it does
to-day.
The drawing-room was old-fashioned and
severe, with a plain velvet carpet on the
floor, heavy curtains at the windows and
portraits of the Colonel's early Virginia
forebears on the walls.
The furniture was massive and dark
but comfortable.
Bianca and Charlotta had just been
drinking an extremely early afternoon tea
from china teacups which Colonel Churchill
assured them had belonged to his great
grandmother.
In answer to the suggestion that they
did not care for tea so soon after lunch,
the Colonel had explained that it would be
wisdom to sustain themselves before setting
out to a White House reception.
"The crowd may be exceptionally large
at the White House this afternoon. as it
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has been closed to entertaining for so
long. This means we may have to stand
in line an hour or more before shaking
hands with the Vice-President and his wife.
The President will scarcely appear and his
wife is seldom seen without him."
Half an hour later, Bianca and Charlotta,
under the escort of Colonel Churchill, were
being driven toward the White House in
an open carriage of a style popular twentyfive years ago.
"I am sure this is ever so much pleasanter
than an automobile,'' Bianca exclaimed,
folding her hands in her lap and gazing
about her. "It is such a wonderful day,
Washington is so lovely and there are so
many people about! I could not bear to
be hurried along without seeing as much
as possible. Do you know, Colonel, I am
one of the persons who enjoy old-fashioned
things and Charlotta is the opposite. I feel
I shall never grow tired of Washington,
although whenever I have the slightest
opportunity I spend the time sight-seeing,
Charlotta, we must
sometimes alone.
go some day to the Congressional Library.
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We won't bore the Colonel to act as our
escort because I am sure he must have
grown weary of it. I may not be a good
judge, but I am sure I never saw such wonderful frescoes in my life, althoug h when I
was a little girl I used to be taken to a
number of the famous art galleries in Italy."
"I am always at your service, Miss Zoli,"
the Colonel returne d. "If I should grow
tired looking at the beautie s of the new
Congres sional Library , does it not occur
to you that I can always find pleasur e in
my compan ions?"
As a matter of fact, Colonel Church ill
was proud of the two young Red Cross
girls who were at present under his protectioR. They were a striking and charmin g
oontras t to each other, Charlo tta tall,
slender and vivid with dark hair and
eyes and a brillian t color; Bianca small,
reserved , with pale gold hair and a look of
aelicate refinem ent.
To-day Charlot ta were black, which was
a curious fancy of hers for a summe r costume, but the dress was of the sheeres t
black net and withou t trimmin g save a
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broad satin belt of the new shade of henna.
Her hat was of black tulle with a satin bow
The costum e was
of the same color.
extrem ely effective, as Charlo tta knew,
and would be conspi cuous in the midst of
the light silks and muslin s which would be
more popula r.
Ordina rily Bianca dressed very simply
but in extrem ely good taste, as Sonya
Clark had unusua l wisdom in the choice
of clothes. This afterno on, wishin g to look
her best for a special reason , she wore a soft
white silk with sprays of pale yellow roses.
over it and a black straw hat with a band
Both girls wore
of the yellow flowers.
long coats of light weight materi al over
their frocks.
A June day Washi ngton appear ed en
fete. Motor cars and a few old-fas hioned
carriag es resemb ling the Colone l's formed
a long line from the White House gate to
the noble entran ce.
The buildin g had but lately received its
annual spring paintin g, so that it glisten ed
in the sunligh t. The founta in was playin g
9efore the front portico , splashi ng tiny
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crystal drops on the beds of forget-me- not
and purple pansies sqrro.unding it.
"Colonel Churchill, you said you wished
to introduce me to several prominent people
this afternoon if you have the opportuni ty,"
Charlotta said unexpecte dly, when their
carriage had come to a standstill not far
from the entrance to the home of the United
States Chief Executive . She had been
unusually silent for the past half hour, leaving the effort to entertain their escort to
Bianca.
"Yes, that is my intention. I would like
you to see another side of Washingto n life
than the effort we are attemptin g to make
for our injured soldiers.
Is there any
special person you would like to meet,
Countess Charlotta? "
Charlotta nodded.
"Yes, I would like to meet the Secretary
of War . . Now, Bianca, don't smile and
think I am impertinen t. I have a particular
reason. He may be entertaine d at meeting
me because it happens that one of my uncles
is the Secretary of War in Luxembur g,
although our entire army would not fill a
single United States war camp."
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"But why the Secretary of War, Charlotta?" Bianca teased. "See here, Colonel
Churchill, Charlotta is a very far-sighted
person and I believe she wishes to ask the
Secretary of War for an appointment for
one of our soldiers at 'The House of the
Golden Wish'. I don't know which one,
only Charlotta is always trying to befriend
some one. Don't ask for the appointment
the moment you are introduced, Charlotta,''.
Bianca protested.
"Don't be absurd, Bee," Charlotta returned, slightly offended. "It is only that
my father will be interested in what I can
tell him of the distinguished American
statesmen."
At this moment their carriage drew up
directly in front of the Executive Mansion.
A moment later they had entered the spacious vestibule and were on their way to the
historic East Room, where the reception
was to take place.
Standing in line in the vast East Room,
eighty feet in length and half as wide, and
divided in her attention between studying
the length size portraits of former Presi-
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dents ornamenting the walls, and the living
crowd itself, while Colonel Churchill and
Charlotta talked in whispers, Charlotta
inquiring concerning the various distinguished personages, Bianca Zoli was startled
by a light touch on her arm and a voice
exclaiming,
"Bianca, the good fairies are with me
tcrday! Here I came to Washington to
say good-by to you and Sonya, drove out
to 'The House of the Golden Wish' and
found you away. By accident some one
persuaded me to come to the White House
reception and I find myself only a few feet
from you !"
The speaker was Carlo Navara, who had
been Bianca's intimate friend for several
years.
Bianca's face wore a look she reserved
only for two people, although Carlo was
unaware of this-for Sonya Clark and for
him.
"It is always to say good-by to you,
Carlo. I sometimes wonder if I will ever
do .anything else? And yet it is a pleasure
to see you again. Where are you off to this
time?"
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" I am starting West on a concert tour,
to be gone six months or a year. If one has
a profession like mine it must mean good-by
to one's friends many times, until I am so
fa mous a singer that I can rarely be persuaded to leave New York City.
"I have been talking to Sonya of you,
Bianca. In Coblenz I objected because
Sonya threatened to send you to a fashionab)'e boarding-school and later introduce
you in society. Yet now she has done none
of these things, I am regretful. You do·
not mean to give yourself to the Red Cross
work forever!"
Bianca hesitated.
"No, Carlo, not to the exclusion of
everyth)ng else. Yet I do not believe any
one who has ever been truly interested can
give up the Red Cross work altogether.
But you must not trouble about me because
,I am not doing a great deal at 'The House
of tlre Golden Wish.' Of our old Red Cross
girls who were together in Europe, Nora
Jamison and Theodosia Thompson are the
girls Sonya relies upon. Nora Jamison is
a realy marvelous person, both as a nurse
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and in her personal influence upon the
wounded men. It is as if she had some
special gift for sympathy and insight with
every soldier who has been injured. You
know the man to whom she was engaged
Then as
was killed at Chateau-Thierry.
for Theodosia Thompson, Sonya, who did
not like her at first, now declares she is
invaluable in helping to keep the whole
household entertained. There are of course
the other older Red Cross girls, whom I
do not know so intimately. But Charlotta
Scherin and I, and of course Peggy Harper,
are really not tied down to our Red Cross
work. If you realized how thoroughly I
have investigated Washington since my stay
here, you would be convinced. And I am
going to a finishing school next autumn as
soon as the new term opens. Only a m n
would fail to know that the schools are
closing now for'the summer holidays. Still,
Carlo, you need not worry, for I 'shall
never develop into as fashionable a woman
as you will require. l shall never be like
the fashionable and wealthy girls who must
be your friends in the future. I have told
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you this before, so why must we speak of .
it again."
Carlo laughed.
"It is the silent Bianca who for once has
been making the speech, not I. But,
Bianca dear, to you I confess already I am
growing a trifle weary of the women of
fashion. However, since half of my success
at present depends upon their fancy, I must
do my best to win them. Remember,
Bianca, whatever you may hear of me in
the future, that I realize I am but a child
of the people. The great artist must be,
and some day when I shall have attained
the place in the musical world of which I
now dream, I shall become the great
people's singer."
Talking in their accustomed fashion of
Carlo himself, Bianca and the young man
had not realized that the greater part of
the line in front of them had reached the
Vice-President and his wife and shaken
hands. They now had moved on, as their
tum was nearly approaching.
A short time after, following Colonel
Churchill and Charlotta, they made their
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way into the State dining-room, where a
number of the guests were in groups talking
and waiting for light refreshments to be
served.
Discovering the Secretary of War standing
with several young American officers and
soldiers, Colonel Churchill, remembering
Charlotta's request, made his way toward
them, indicating that his little party was
to follow.
The introductions over and Colonel
Churchill having explained Charlotta's presence as a guest in the United States and
her work for the American Red Cross, the
young Countess turned with a smothe1ed
gasp of astonishment to face Major Jimmie
Hersey.
"I can't see what in the world you are
doing here at a White House reception,"
she protested. "Besides, why did you not
mention you were coming when we talked
together this morning? I am sure you are
not well enough to be here."
Jimmie Hersey flushed and smiled.
"I did not know this morning, Countess
CharJotta, but I should never have ima~ned
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it would interest you. Dr. and Mrs. Clark
wished an officer to accompa ny the soldiers
who were to come to the reception this
afternoo n from 'The House of the Golden
Wish,' and Dr. Clark seemed to think I
could make the attempt, as I am so much
stronger. I am leaving almost at once.
I only stopped to speak to the Secretar y of
War, as he and my father were old friends
and I have not seen him since my return."
Charlott a uttered an exclama tion of
pleased surprise.
"I am glad," she declared. "I have
heard that in the United States it is more
importan t to have influenti al friends than
in any other country, and from what you
have said about yourself I did not suppose
you had friends who amounte d to a great
deal."
Major Hersey laughed.
"01t, one can have a few disti•gui shed
friends aad still remain an humble person.
I only did not wish to appear to you under
false colors and I assure you that an American. ofticec without a private iortu•e and
witheut iris health has not m•clt pc.espect
fer a ftnore."
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"I do not believe you," Charlotta
returned, not politely. She then devoted
her attention to the distinguished middleaged man whom she had been informed
was the Secretary of War in the President's
Cabinet.
Soon after Major Jimmie Hersey made
his adieus.

CHAPTER XIV

Sonya's Anxiety
N undertaking the management of "The
House of the Golden Wish," Sonya
Clark had realized in a large measure
not only the importance but the pitfalls in
the labor of love for which she and her husband believed they possessed the inspiration
and the courage.
With the war over, they had considered,
like many other Red Cross workers, that
their duty was accomplished. Then peace
had worn another aspect than it wears today. In thinking of the soldiers whose lives
had been spared by the closing of the war
in a measure they had forgotten those who
already had paid the penalties.
Coming home to discover so many Americans comparatively untouched by the war,
judging by the suffering in Europe, they
had felt the common restlessness that beset
so many men and women called upon to

I

(191)

192

At the National Capital

give up the war work which for so long had
absorbed all their energy, devotion, and
thought.
So, unable to settle down to the ordinary
life of New York City, they had agreed to
the request of Dr. Clark's old friend, Colonel
Churchill, and taken charge of his old estate
close to the National Capital. From the
outset the plan had been to transform it
into a model home for the wounded American soldiers in need of vocational training.
The opportuni ty had appeared heaven sent.
But later both Dr. Clark and Sonya were
to discover that, like many other heavensent opportunit ies in this life, the results
following must be accomplished by slow
and earthly methods.
The house itself and a monthly income
was donated by Colonel Churchill, but outside of this, generous cont ribut ions were
made by the Red Cross. Sonya and her
husband had been surprised by the response
from the R ed Cross workers who had served
with tllem in France once they learned of
the new character of service. " The House
of the Golden Wish " was in no sense to
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supplant the effort of the United States
toward the rehabilitation of her O)V!l men,
but merely to take care of a few cases which
. from one reason or another appeared to have
suffered from neglect or delay.
However, the responsibility was for this
reason greater. Every Red Cross worker in
the household desired the home to be in a
way a model for others which later might be
organized by the government. At present
the government could care for the sick
soldiers only in the large army hospitals and
sanitariums, where in too many cases as
soon as the men began to feel better they
insisted upon returning home. Yet in
many cases, such as Timothf Brackett's,
the homes were not of the character to
assist an invalid to recover. There were
other soldiers on the road to health and usefulness without homes or families to care
for them.
Therefore the very title, ·" The House of
the Golden Wish," implied the desire to offer
not only every physical comfort and opportunity, but friendliness and aid and aJI
spiritual help.
13
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Bianca had been right in saying that
Sonya Clark had found somewhat unexpected strength and assistance in Nora
Jainison ·and Theodosia Thompson, as well
as in several older Red Cross girls. But
what Bianca did not realize was that, when
given time to think _of it, Sonya worried over
her three younger aids.
Until the arrival of the little Countess
Charlotta, Sonya had not considered either
Bianca's or Peggy's position in the household with sufficient seriousness. Bianca
she had grown accustomed to having with
her through many trying experiences abroad.
As for Peggy, there seemed nothing to do
with her for the present save to keep her as
a member of the family until some word
could be heard from the town where she
had formerly. lived, or some news of her
brother ascertained.
Then Charlotta Scherin had appeared for
a visit and later determined to become a
Red Cross .. girl, remaining through the sum".'
mer at "The.House of the Golden Wish."
There had seemed no reason to oppose
this intention, and Sonya had not opposed
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it. Neverth eless, she had since been less
comfor table in her point of view.
If Charlo tta were generous and sweet she
was also impulsive and adventu rous, and
Sonya's present grievan ce was the introdu ction into their househo ld of the young officer
who presum ably was Peggy Harper 's brother ,
althoug h occasio nally Sonya conside red that
such proof as Peggy had chosen to confide
in her was not particu larly convinc ing.
Of course Sonya realized that to hold
Charlo tta altogeth er responsible for the
presenc e of Lieuten ant Harper was not fair.
As a matter of fact, the request to install
him as a tempor ary membe r of their soldier
family had come from Colonel Church ill
himself, so that it had been difficult to refuse.
Howev er, Sonya believed t hat the idea had
origina ted in Charlo tta's romant ic imagina tion~ as for some hidden reason she had of
late conclud ed to establis h herself not as a
Red Cross girl but as a Red Cross heroine.
Of the motive for this Sonya had only a
slight suspicion.
True, her husban d and the hospita l
physici ans had agreed that the young officer
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had sufficiently recovered from his mental
breakdown to require only personal care and
friendly interest oo make him completely
well. Notwithstanding, Sonya after watching pretty carefully for several weeks and
talking with Lieutenant Harper whenever
it was possible, was not convinced of this
fact.
She did not feel that Charlotta's and
Peggy's care, assisted by Bianca when she
chanced to be at leisure, was the scientific
treatment the young officer required. Of
this she was perfectly convinced, intending
to discuss the subject with her husband
later, unless she had cause to change her
opm1on.
Occasionally however, although ordinarily
lasting only a few moments Sonya became
seriously disturbed by the possibilities of
disaster, if not of positive danger, she saw
in the circumstance of the young officer in
the charge of three girls of no wisdom or
authority.
All morning Sonya had been working with
greater energy 't han usual, permitting herself not a moment of rest or relaxation.
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Add ed to her regular househol d cares one
of her soldiers, as she insisted upon calling
the boys at "Th e Hou se of the Golden
Wis h," was to say good -by and leav e for his
hom e in Nev ada. He had recently :finis hed
a course in book keep ing and feeling strong
agai n had acce pted a posi tion in a bank in
the city whe re he had lived befo re ente ring
the arm y.
So Sonya had his clothes to pack, and a
long farewell had to be said betw een them .
The youn g fellow had no mot her and Son ya
had grown extr eme ly dear to him. So muc h
did she recip roca te his affection that afte r
lunc h whe n he finally had depa rted · she
excused herself, explaining to Mis s Blac kston e that she was over tired and wen t up
to her own bed- room to lie down. Dr.
Clar k was in Was hing ton for the day.
But lying down Son ya had no thou ght of
sleep. In fact, she especially desired a
quie t hour to read a num ber of letters,
received earlier in the day, which she had
not yet had time to glance over.
One was a note from Mild red Thornto n,
one of the four original :R.ed Cross girls, now

198

At the National Capital

married to Lieutena nt Wainwri ght, a former
officer in the United States Marine Corps.
Mildred' s letter merely asked how affairs
were progressing . at "The House of the
Golden Wish" and stated that she and her
husband would soon be in Washing ton.
Mildred could not make up her mind to let
a much longer time elapse without seeing
her Red Cross friends. The piece of news
which they would learn in a short time they
must be able to discuss together .
Slightly mystified and yet too tired to. try
to puzzle over a mystery, tossing the letter
aside, Sonya picked up a second letter,
mailed in Paris, which gave her a start of
surpnse.
The second note was written in Italian
and was signed by Paulo Zoli, Bianca Zoli's
foster brother from whom she had heard
nothing since their parting in Italy several
years before. The present letter, addressed
not to Bianca but to Sonya, was entirely
formal. Paulo Zoli explained that he was
at present living in Paris as one of the
attaches of the Italian Legation. He hoped
Bianca and . Sonya were well, but would

Sonya's Anxiety

199

scarcely have troubled them with a letter,
except that he had information in which he
presumed they might be interested. The
woman, N annina, who had been their
family servant and Bianca's mother, had
lately died in Italy. Having betrayed the
Italian government, she had been placed in
an Italian prison during the war, but
released at its close. She. had~ however, '
never left the prison hospital and had
passed away within a few months after the
signing of peace.'
All she· possessed in the world, a small
package of letters, had been · sent to the
home in Florence where she formerly had
been employed.
As the house was now let to certain
Italian friends, Paulo Zoli explained that
the packet had been forwarded him. He
was now taking the risk of having it remailed
to the address of a New York banker which
Mrs. Clark had informed him would be her
permanent address. He was glad' 't o hear
of her marriage and particularly of her
adoption of his former foster ~ister, Bianca
Zoli. He would like to, be remembered to
Bianca.
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This was all; the letter was courteous but
cool and uninterested. One could scarcely
have concluded from its tone that Bianca
had been brought up by the young Italian's
mother as if she were his sister, and that he
had promised to care for her as if she were
in reality his sister.
However, at the end of the epistle Sonya
gave a sigh, partly of regret, but more
largely relief. She had never especially
liked Paulo Zoli in the Italian days; his
brother Eugino, the famous aviator killed
in the Alps, had been her own as well as
Bianca's favorite. And Paulo probably had
never forgiven the disgrace which Bianca's
peasant mother had brought upon their
home.
So Nannina was dead, a strange, cold,
harsh being with no affection save for
Bianca's highly bred American father and
perhaps for the little girl, her own daughter,
for whom she had made such unwise sacri- ·
fices both of love and honor.
Personally Sonya could not but be relieved; both for her own and for Bianca's.
sake, that all links were now broken with
Bianca's unhappy past.
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Then she looked again at the date of
Paulo Zoli's letter.
The· letter must have been written at
nearly the same time Bianca had surprised
her with the request that she write and discover news of her mother.
Well, circumstances of this character were
constantly occurring. Human beings have
ceased to deny mental telepathy . Do the
majority still decline to believe that communicatio ns can reach them from the spirit
world? Sonya counted herself one of the
disbelievers.
However, at present she had no time to
waste upon any subject. She must at once
find Bianca,...show her the letter written by
her foster brother, and have a quiet talk
with Bianca alone.
Bianca would of course be discovered
with the two girls who were her constant
companions at the present time, and as it
was a lovely afternoon they were probably
·
outdoors.
Simple enough either to banish the others
<>r to take a walk with Bianca.
Thinking of nothing else, Sonya got up
and dressed hastily.
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She did not recall the fact that on lying
down she had carelessly thrust under her
pillow a roll of money, five hundred dollars,
which had just been sent her from the bank
for certain household expenses.
Bianca's room was empty and Charlotta's
and Peggy's adjoining it. Nora Jamison
could offer no information save that she had
heard Bianca say the three girls were going
for a long walk some time during the afternoon.
She had not said whether they would be
alone.
Outdoors there were always a few soldiers
walking about, talking or studying.
Robert Morris declared that he had seen
the three girls accompanied by Lieutenant
Harper go down to the edge of the garden
in the direction of the river. He had
thought of suggesting that he accompany
them, but as he was hard at work and had a
recitation in another hour, he had given up
the idea, presuming they were not to go

far.
"Does any one know whether Timothy
Brackett is anywhere ne~r ?" Sonya in-
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quired, feeling that it was ridiculous to be
nervous and not wishing her present companions to guess her anxiety.
Nevertheless, in the little group of soldiers
with whom she was talking there were several who not only guessed but shared her
Lieutenant Harper was far
une~siness.
from having completely recovered and they
had seen other men who had been through
the misfortune he was enduring at the present time. Certainly it was hard to count
upon what they might think or do at odd
moments.
It was a mistake for three young girls to
have taken so ill a patient out alone for
any distance.' And it was against Sonya's
and Dr. Clark's orders.
"Will some one please find Timothy
Brackett and send him after me. No, no
one else need trouble to come with me. I
am sure the girls have not gone far from
home and I'll follow the direction you tell
me they have taken. There is a little
tumble-down summer house near the edge
of the river which Bianca and Charlotta
have been talking of visiting for some time.
I'll go there first."

CHAPTER XV
The Rescue
)\NTICIPATING that Timothy Brackett would shortly follow her and that
he would bring Lieutenant Harper
home, Sonya walked on, her momentary
nervousness allayed.
In all probability the girls were in the
little house near the river bank. Of late
there had been some mystery between them
which they only faintly dared fo sµggest
in her presence. And although she had
made no open comment, naturally she had
not been so blind as they presumed.
The little house by the river would be an
excellent place for the enjoyment of a secret
or a mystery. It was partly in ruins,
shrouded in heavy tangled vines and doubtless filled with earwigs. No one was apt
to enter the little place, which could only
be approached along a single path.
Her own arrival Sonya expected to make
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known in sufficient time to avoid all danger
of an unwelcome intrusion. She would
call out to the three girls as she drew near,
so that they could hastily change whatever
subject of conversation was interesting
them at the moment or enshroud in further
darkness their especial secret. Timothy
would look after Lieutenant Harper, Peggy
and Charlotta could do what they liked and
she, Sonya, would have an hour alone with
Bianca in which they must discuss many
things of the past and a few of the present.
In spite of the fact that it made no actual
difference, Sonya did consider that Bianca
was actually closer to her, more completely
her own daughter, than before poor Nannina's tragic end, although the woman's
one plea had been that she take charge of
Bianca and that the girl never hear her name
spoken again.
So Sonya walked down the golden old garden toward the bank of the river, spying an
occasional soldier boy lying hidden behind
a tree with a book in his hand, or else
working with his tools at the new trade in
which he was ~ttempting to become pro-
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ficient. To them she waved her hand,
calling out gay greetings.
It was an afternoon toward late June
and in a southern climate was like midSony a was not outdoors as
summer.
much as she would have liked t hese days,
since she could have wished to spend all
her time in t he garden like a number of her
convalescent soldiers for whom the freshair treatment was considered necessary.
So instead of worryl.ng as ,she h ad
expected, she thought of nothing save the
scenery and never looked behind to discover
if Timothy Brackett was setting out after
her as she had left word he should do.
There was really no great hurry for him t o
appear, as she would remain with the three
·girls until he did come.
However, although some one was following Sonya to the meeting place of the three
girls, it was not the soldier who had grown
accustomed to assisting in the care of the
young southern lieutenant.
Notwithstanding the fact that half a
dozen masculine voices had roared forth
Timothy's name soon after Sonya's depart-
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ure in an effort to discover him, he was not to
be so readily found. Two of the men made
a thorough search for him in the house,
another in the big workroom over the stable.
He was evidently away upon some business.
Yet while the sea,_rch was going on there
was one person who was suffering the uneasiness which Sonya had so quickly surrendered. Major Jimmie Hersey had been
in his accustomed place in the garden when
Sonya appeared and made her original
inquiry. . It had occurred to him before,
but this time struck him with particular
force, that it was an extremely foolish, if
not a hazardous proceeding, for three
young and comparatively untrained girls
to start off on a lonely walk with a soldier
who had suffered in the fashion in which
Lieutenant Harper had suffered from the
nervous shock of war.
Even when apparently restored to health
and strength, the old nervous terror was apt
on occasions to reassert itself, making the
victim scarcely responsible for his actions.
So, when after a few moments there was
no sign of Timothy Brackett, without
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mentioni ng the fact to any one else Major
Jimmie Hersey rose and started after Mrs.
Clark. He was perfectly well able to take
the walk and in fact rather enjoyed the
prospect . His improve ment had been rapid
within the past few weeks, thanlrn to a
number of reasons, but all of them to .be
found at "The House of the Golden
Wish."
He too considered the stroll down through
the garden and along the river a source of
enjoyme nt, and although keeping Sonya
Clark in sight made no effort to join her.
There would be time enough when she
reached the destinati on they were both
seeking.
And Sonya had been right in her surmise.
Charlott a, Bianca and Peggy Harper were
at this instant in hiding in the little tumbledown summer house, having a secret meeting .to which they had been looking forward
for days.
It is true that Lieutena nt Harper was with
them, but he was being left to his own
devices, to wander about the small enclosur e
and when weary of this limited amusem ent
to sit alone near the door.
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There had been no thought originally of
bringing the young officer upon the excursion; the idea was wholly Charlotta's.
She had seen him moping about the house,
uninterested and unhappy, and had proposed that he join them in their walk without
considering that he might be in their way
The
or interfere with their program.
young officer was accustomed to sitting
in silence for hours at a time, disturbing
no one. Therefore neither Peggy nor
Bianca had raised any special objection
to the addition of his companionship although they had a very definite plan in
prospect.
Incredible as it may seem, not once since
the afternoon when Bianca had discovered
P eggy and Charlotta engaged with the
p rophetic qualities of the Ouija board had
the three girls considered they had a safe
opportunity to make another test without
fear of interruption.
But once hidden away inside the dilapidated little house by the river, no one
would discover them.
Silence and an atmosphere of mystery,
)4
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the two most desirable conditions, were
here to be almost perfectly attained . .
The . three girls had confessed to one
another that each of them desired to ask
a question of the Ouija board of great
personal importance.
Frankly Peggy and .Bianca told their
desires. Bianca wished to learn if the
Ouija would speak again, as it had so
unexpectedly upon the day she had entered
the room without being aware of what
was taking place. In her heart of hearts
Bianca wished to inquire if the Ouija .was
able to inform her whether her mother
were alive or dead. Insisting that she was
possessed of no real faith in the possible
answer, she was none the less curious.
Peggy was not so inconsistent. She
possessed a firm faith in the mysterious
manifestations of the little triangular board
under the unconscious guidance of her own
fingers. She wished to be told whether
her brother would ultimately. recover and
be like his former self, be the brother she
remembered in the years before the war?
However, Charlotta Scherin, although
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ordinaril y the frankest of the three Red
Cross girls, in a point-bla nk manner
She
declined to divulge her question .
was
question
the
that
would only confess
identical with the one she had formerly
asked, when she had received no answer.
Therefor e upon this June afternoo n three
young girls were engaged in kneeling upon
the floor of a dilapida ted little wooden
house built probably half a century or more
before, watching with fascinate d interest
the moveme nt of the board upon which
Bianca and Peggy were at the present
moment lightly resting the tips of their
hands.
They were kneeling upon the floor because
the little house boasted no table and no
chairs and they were compelle d to employ
as a table the seat which ran around the
inside of the tiny building.
Charlott a was not touching the Ouija,
as she had been given the opportun ity to
ask the first question .
Lieutena nt Harper, puzzled by the behavior of his three compani ons, although
making no inquiry, had seated himself a
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few yards away and was watching their
proceedings with more attention than he
commonly displayed.
But evidently Charlotta was not a
favored questioner.
The. Ouija continued to trail aimlessly
across the fair sheets of paper spread tem ptingly under it, forming an occasional letter
but no word that could be safely read.
Five, t en minutes passed, and then
Charlotta, never noted at any time in her
life for patience, gave a little sigh partly
of relief, partly of chagrin.
"Oh, well, I resign from all future effort
to persuade the Ouija board to show any
interest in me or my future. But perhaps
it is just as well. The question I have
twice asked I suppose I had no right to ask
at any ti'me. Besides, I doubt if I would
have accepted the answer had the Ouija
decided differently from my desire, I am so
· obstinate."
"Yes, I am afraid that is what is the
trouble, Charlotta," Peggy answered, on
the defensive, as all mistresses of the art
of Ouija are apt to be. If you have no
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faith and if you are unwilling to accept
what t he Ouija knows to be the truth, why
should your questions be answered?"
"No reason in the world, my dear, so go
ahead and ask yours," Charlotta returned.
H owever, Peggy insisted upon waiting
until Bianca had put her test to the powers
of the Ouija board. Her question involved
a more important spiritual demand.
Peggy's own question had to do with
the future, but related to everyday human
existence ; Bianca's question might only be
replied to t hrough a spirit communication.
This time, with Charlotta's fingef8 replacing Bianca's, the little board moved rapidly
across the clean sheet of paper from right
t o left, spelling two words with each letter
so carefully formed there could be no
doubt of what the words were.
Yet they afforded no answer to Bianca's
questioning.
The words were : "Danger, beware, dander, beware," repeated until they were
app arent nonsense.
So int ent were the girls, however, upon
trying t o persuade the Ouija to explain
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in further detail what her warning might
imply, that no one of them observed that
Lieutenant Harper had grown tired of their
disregard of him and had gotten up and
walked out of the little house in the direction of the river, which was not perhaps
more than a dozen yards away.
Charlotta made the discovery first .
Already tired of so slow and futile a source
of information, b~sides feeling that she
had neglected the young officer who was
her special charge, she slipped out after
him ..
Observing that he had gone directly to
the bank of the river which was rushing
past with a swift current, Charlotta uttered
a warning cry of "Take care!"
Yet the young officer never glanced in her
direction. He may have been too deeply
overburdened with a depression he had
vainly tried to shake off even to have
heard her.
The girl saw him leap forward into the
river with as little sign of hesitation as if
he were intending to swim.
Yet she had no such illusion.
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With a cry for help which the other
girls, Sonya Clark and even Major Jimmie
Hersey heard, managing to t ake off her
low shoes and to tear her blouse away, in
order that her arms might be free, the
little Countess with her usual recklessness
plunged in after the young officer.
To the onlookers it appeared impossible
that either of them could be saved.

CHAPTER XVI

A New Situation
EVERAL days later, lying outdoors
in a wheeled chair in the garden of
"The House of the Golden Wish,"
was the young Countess Charlotta Scherin 1
wandering up and down in front of her
like a sentinel, Major Jimmie Hersey,
looking a good deal more vigorous than in
many months past.
Seated at a little distance away was Miss
Susan Pringle with a large basket of darning
by her side upon which she was working
industriously, save when she turned to gaze
with an expression oddly compounded of
relief and distraction at Charlotta.
The young girl was apparently half asleep,
as her eyes were closed and her singularly
long black lashes were resting against her
white cheeks; her usually brilliant color
having for the time being disappeared.
A few moments later, however, lifting her
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eyelids, she surveyed her compani ons with
a smile and then sighed deeply enough to
attract the attention of Major Hersey.
"Please come and talk to me," Charlott a
invited plaintive ly. "I am so unaccustomed to being an invalid even for a short
time that I cannot enjoy it as one should.
In the first place, I am not exhauste d by
my effort, as Dr. Clark insists I am and must
be, because I made little effort after all.
The real exertion was yours, Major Hersey.
Do let us discuss all that took place. It
won't upset my nerves; nothing upsets my
nerves like not being permitte d to do as I
wish, and I wish to ask a number of questions. First, how did you chance to appear
in so magical a fashion a few moments after
what came so near being a tragedy due to
my neglect? If Lieutena nt Harper had not
been rescued I should always have felt
my own responsib ility, since I had insisted
upon looking after him."
"Well, I do not think you have anything
to reproach yourself with on that score,"
Major Jimmie replied, looking with a
glance of poorly concealed admirati on at
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his companion. "I have been a soldier a
number of years, but I never saw anything
pluckier upon a field of battle than the
fashion in which without an instant's hesitation you plunged into the river after Harper.
I don't see myself why you should not
discuss what happened, as it would be a
relief to you.
"I knew you three girls had gone for a
walk alone with Lieutenant Harper, because
Mrs. Clark had spoken of the fact and of
being uneasy about you. She had left word
that Timothy Brackett be found and sent
after her, as he was more accustomed · to
Harper than the rest of us. But when
Brackett did not turn up as soon as I
thought necessary, I made up my mind to
act as a poor substitute. So I set out after
Mrs. Clark, making no special effort to
hurry until I had almost reached the little
summer house. Then I did make an effort
to join her so as to explain my purpose.
Therefore I was pretty close at hand when
the whole thing occurred. At first I did
not· see Lieutenant Harper, but I did see
you and heard Mrs. Clark cry out what
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you had done. I confess at first I did not
feel much hope for any of us. Here I was
a semi-inv alid, the river with a swift current
which would bear you both along more
rapidly than I could swim after you. Yet
before I had taken the plunge, fortunate ly
for us all, I discover ed your intention .
May I say it was one of the cleverest , quick- ·
est apprecia tions of a situation I ever
witnesse d? You would make a good officer,
little Countes s."
"Oh, there was nothing else possible and
I understo od this before I reached Lieutenant Harper. In fact, as soon as I got
to the river bank I saw that at no great
distance away some logs had jammed
together in one of the bends of the river
bank. There were overhang ing branches
from the trees along the shore not far from
the jam of logs. I had to swim strenuou sly
to reach Lieutena nt Harper; that was the
most difficult task; but I have been swimming for as long a time as I can remembe r
and I have saved some one before, so I
knew pretty well what to do. Lieutena nt
Harper had gone down twice when I got
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hold of him, so fortunately for me he was
·too weak to make a struggle, and I allowed
the current to take us both along, swimming
with the stroke that would drive us toward
the shore line and into the jam oflogs. What
we were to do after we reached there of
course I did not think. I only realized I
might be able to hold myself and Lieutenant Harper up out of the water until
help would finally reach us. And you came
sooner than I dreamed help could come.
After all, you saved us both."
"Nonsense! Do be truthful, little Countess, if you do wish to flatter me," Major
Hersey responded almost irritably, in spite
of Charlotta's appealing manner and position. "Mrs. Clark did as effective work
as I, and Brackett himself arrived in time
to help us revive you and get you back to
the house."
"Yes, but you climbed out onto the logs
and reached me when I felt I could not
hold Lieutenant Harper another instant,
my arm had become so frozen and lifeless.
Then you dragged him to land, I have
never known how you managed, while Mrs.
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Clark, Bianca and Peggy strugg led to help
me. It was Bianc a who tore down the
old grape vine from over the summ er house
and used it for a rope. But suppo se we do
not talk of these last mome nts; they were
trying, I confess. Only I decline to be
regard ed as a heroine, and I wish to warn
you, Major Herse y, that if I find anyth ing ·
like t hat happe ning to me, I intend , as you
Ameri cans say, t o run away. Won' t you
be hero t o my heroin e?"
Jimmie Herse y smiled and shook his
head.
" I am sorry if you objec t to the positio n,
becau se heroin e you are here at 'The
House of the Golde n Wish. ' And all the
effort in the world you may make to turn
me into a hero upon the same occasion will
never succeed. I may have my chance
some other time. Reme mber, I return ed
with dry clothes, while you were drench ed
as a little wild b ird that had been caugh t
in a storm witho ut a shelte r."
Delic ately flatter ed by Jimm ie Herse y's
mann er and words , althou gh certainly not
taking her own action seriously, Charl otta's
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cheeks displayed a little more of their
accustomed rose.
"Oh, well, after all, one thing for which
I rejoice was accomplished; and how strange
that it should have been in so unexpected
a way! Peggy Harper came to me this
morning to thank me for what I had done
both for her and for her brother. She says
that her brother is so like himself that she
has even been able to tell him she doubted
his real identity. They have had a long
talk; Lieutenant Harper now realizes how
ill he has been since the war and how
nearly Peggy came to being almost worse
than alone. She even told him about their
affairs. They seemed in a hopeless tangle.
Personally I think Peggy ran a good deal
of risk, but she is rather a helpless little
thing. Dr. Clark says, however, that the
shock is what has had an almost miraculous
effect upon Lieutenant Harper. Of course
you know Dr. Clark has always believed
that Lieutenant Harper was recovering
slowly and struggling to shake off the depression which kept him so silent and uninterested, when actually he knew what was
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taking place about him better than the
rest of us understood. It was because the
depression seemed utterly unendurable that
he decided to do what he finally did. It
was not a sudden idea; he had been thinking of it ·for weeks. But now Lieutenant
Harper has assured Peggy she is not to
worry, that he will never do so mad an act
again, and if for no other reason than
beGa.use I so nearly lost my life in an effort
to save his. He insists it is the realization
of this fact more than the shock of drowning that has brought him to his senses,
but of course one cannot tell. I am only
glad that my attempt as a Red Cross girl
to be of use to Lieutenant Harper has not
altogether failed. I confess when I studied
the various methods one was to employ to
aid the soldiers who were suffering from
nervous breakdowns, rescue from: drowning
was not mentioned."
At this moment, getting up from her
chair and advancing with an undamed sock
in her hand, Susan Pringle joined her
charge.. "Major Hersey, I do not mean to be
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rude, as I am sure you appreciate, but I
fear Charlotta is talking too much. She
has been told by Dr. Clark to keep as quiet
as possible. I would have preferred her
remaining in bed, but she declared she
would be happier out of doors. After what
has occurred I think we had best return to
Luxemburg within a few weeks instead of
months. The fact is, I no longer feel able
to chaperone Charlotta if she is to do such
reckless things as she will insist upon
doing.''
Thinking the sock in her hand was a
handkerchief, Susan Pringle put it up to
her eyes to wipe away a few tears.
"She might so easily have been drowned,
Major Hersey, and then I should have been
left alone to face her father and aunt.
After all, she is an only child and they must
be fond of her, even if they have had difficulties in the past, due partly, I am sure,
to Charlotta's own self-will."
"There, Susan, don't cry and don't try
to destroy my reputation with Major
Hersey. What would you have had me do,
allow poor Lieutenant Harper to drown
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while I stood by and cried in a sweetly
At least you have
feminine fashion?
scolded as if this was what you wished.
But as for returning home in a few weeks,
Susan, you may go if you like; but I shall
remain here at 'The House of the Golden
Wish.' In fact, I think I mean to live
always in the United States. As for my
father and aunt, they are really having a
comfortable life for the first time in years!"
Charlotta made a funny little face.
"Am I such an impossible person after
all, Major Hersey? But at least, Susan
Pringle, I at last have succeeded in making
Mrs. Clark like me. She came in to see me
this morning and said lovely things to me,
that if she formerly had thought I was too
impulsive, after all, I was-but I can't
repeat what she really said. Anyhow, she
thinks I may tum out to be a . worth-while
person. She has had such a wonderful life
herself I am sure her influence and her
opinion must count for a great deal. So if
you desire to desert me, Susan Pringle, to
go and live a stuffy little dull existence in
an English lodging house, Mrs. Oark will
15
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keep me with her and let me go to boarding
school next winter with Bianca. But of
course you must not leave me unless it is
your own wish, Susan."
Susan Pringle, who was madly jealous of
Sonya's influence even before Charlotta's
little speech, capitulated at once.
"Nothing will make me leave you, Charlotta, save death itself, as you well know,"
Susan announced, returning to her basket
of stockings and forgetting that her intention had been to end Charlotta's extended
conversation.
However, Major Jimmie Hersey had not
forgotten.
" I am going to leave you now to rest.
I hope I have not overtired . you," he
announced. "Is there anything I can do
for you before I go?"
Charlotta frowned.
"I told you that I did not wish to be left
alone, and that I preferred having some one
talk to me," she announced imperiously.
"If you simply prefer spending your time
with some one else, why not say so frankly?
You · know I dislike persons who are not
candid."
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She looked so pretty and angry that
Major Hersey could not resist a little
human revenge.
"Well, I did wish to speak to Miss
Jamison a few moments if I can find her
alone. She is always so busy. I have had
a piece of good luck. I sent the little book
on military tactics I have been trying to
put together upon Miss Jamison's advice
to one of my old teachers at West Point,
who is now a distinguished lieutenant
general. I have just received a very kind
letter from him in reply."
"I suppose you would never be willing
to show me the letter," Charlotta said, her
tone suddenly humbler.
"I don't know," Major Hersey answered;
"perhaps if you will be good and rest and
do what you are told, some day 1 may."

CHAPTER XVII
1'J.ount

rernon
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HE Fourth of July was a gorgeously
clear, hot day. There was not a
cloud in the serene blue of the sky,
scarcely a shadow on the lawn save those
cast by the trees.
Drawn up before "The House of the
Golden Wish" were two large wagons and
an old-fashioned carriage. Every member
of the household was to drive over to Mount
Vernon, but a few miles away, to celebrate
the nati~nal holiday at the historic home
of the first President of the United States.
There was to be an important celebration
in honor of the day, with speeches made
by a number of distinguished men.
It was Colonel Churchill's idea that both
the soldiers and the Red Cross girls should
see Mount Vernon as one of the greatest
treasures of the Capital, although situated
a few miles outside of it upon the banks of
the Potomac River.
(228)
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Dr. and Mrs. Clark, Nona and Captain
Martin, Bianca, Charlotta and Peggy Harper were to drive in the carriage with
Colonel Churchill, the others coming over
in the wagonettes.
As a matter of fact, Bianca and Charlotta
had both suggested that they accompany
the larger groups, allowing their places to
be given to the older Red Cross nurses, but
Sonya had expressed the wish to have them
with her.
Bianca had not been particularly well
since the news of her mother's death, which
had affected her even. more seriously than.
However, for
Sonya had anticipated.
Bianca it meant an absolute closing of the
early chapters of her life, the greater part
of which it might be wiser to forget. In
those days she had loved Donna _Elizabetta,
her foster mother, and Eugino,.- her foster
brother. Her own mother she' had been
unable to love, and although she had been
fond of Paulo Zoli, it was perhaps as well
her attachment had not been deeper, since
he showed no further affection.. or,..interest
in her.
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As for Sonya herself, Bianca felt even more
strongly the increasing tie between herself
and Sonya Clark. There was no one in
whom to confide what had occurred except
Mrs. Jack Martin, who had been Nona
Davis and was in Italy with "The Red
Cross Girls and the Italian Army."
There was beside only Carlo Navara who
might be intereste d. But as he already
had started upon his concert tour in the
West, Bianca begged that Sonya write him,
sparing her the ordeal.
Of late it was true, as Charlott a had
suggested, that Sonya Clark had reversed
her attitude concerni ng Charlott a Scherin
as a Red Cross girl. In fact, during the
time of Bianca's depressio n she had herself
confided in the little Countess , asking her
aid toward cheering the younger girl.
If Charlott a was now and then downhearted. she did not betray the fact. to many
persons and wa·s always generous and sweet
with Bianca.
This morning , as a matter of fact, Charlotta actually had been crying in her own
room for a few moments and teasing and
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troubling Susan Pringle by absolutely
declining to say what was the cause of her
unhappiness.
Now in the carriage with her friends
apparent ly she had not a care in the world.
The drive to Mount Vernon was only a
short one along a dusty midsumm er road
shaded with ancient oaks and beeches.
The gates entering the grounds were to-day
wide open, although with a guard at either
side, in honor of the many guests who
were expected. Mount Vernon is sixteen
miles from the National Capital and
although connected with Washing ton by a
railroad, the larger number of visitors for
the day would probably arrive in motors.
In order that his guests, as he regarded
the members of the family of "The House
of the Golden Wish," should see the
grounds and house at Mount Vernon before the arrival of the crowd, Colonel
Churchil l had suggested that they start
several hours earlier and 'arrive at Mount
Vernon before noon. The speeches would
not take place until the afternoo n, so most
persons would not appear until after
luncheon. ·
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"Have you seen Mount Vernon before,
Mrs. Clark?" Colonel Churchill inquired,
and when Sonya shook her head, saying
that she was ashamed to confess she had
not, the older man added,
"Well, I have traveled a great deal in a
long life and have seen many historic homes
dedicated to the memory of great men.
But no one of them seemed to me to possess
the beauty, the simplicity and the quiet,
deeply ingrained dignity of Mount Vernon.
If you will pardon an old man, I will quote
what Edward Everett said of it: 'While
it stands the latest generations of the
grateful children of America will make this
pilgrimage to it as to a shrine; and when it
shall fall, as fall it must, the ~ame of Washington shall shed an eternal glory on the
spot.' I think you can understand therefore
why I wished every soldier from 'The House
of the Golden Wish' to visit the home of
the first American General, the man who
did more than any other individual to
give them a country worth fighting for.
But there, I must not fall into the habit
of making a speech when I am merely
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talking to friends . Fortun ately you will
hear some really great speake rs later in
the day."
Mount Vernon in Washi ngton' s day h ad
an estate of eight thousa nd acres; t o-day the
"mans ion farm house, " as it is called, stands
in about ten acres of beauti fully kept lawn
with a collection of magnif icent trees and a
box hedge such as can be found nowhe re
else in the United States.
"How simple the house itself is!" Charlotta exclaimed, as the Colone l's guest s were
dismou nting for sight seeing. The · house
purcha sed by the Moun t Verno n Ladies
Associat ion, is now a museu m devote d to
memor ials of Washi ngton and his fa mi'ly.
Wande ring about from one room to the
other, Charlo tta manag ed to find herself
·a lone in a room with Bianca .
"Bianc a, dear," she said with even
greate r earnes tness than usual, "will you
try and stay with me as much as possibl e
to-day ? I have a very special reason for
not wishin g to be alone at any time."
Puzzle d, nevert heless Bianca nodded
agreem ent.
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"Of course I am happy to be with you,
Charlot ta, yet if you are hoping by this
method to avoid some one's else society
I don't believe you will be successful."
The house with its exquisite old Colonial
furnitur e, as beautifu l as can be seen anywhere in the world, the portrai ts and
represe ntative state papers of past generations having been admiringly examined,
the group of sightseers went out upon the
piazza extending the entire length of the
house and facing the Potoma c River.
"We must walk for a short distanc e
outside the grounds in order to eat our
luncheon, as the authori ties prefer no one
should picnic here. By the time we have
:finished the crowd will have begun to
arrive," Colonel Churchill explained, leading the way toward the river and followed
by as many as forty or more guests.
··: Having insisted that the responsibility
for the luncheon should be his, he had
ordered a Washin gton caterer to assume
full charge. And Colonel Church ill's luncheon was as complete in every respect as if
his soldier guests had been ambassadors
from foreign lands.
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Several large tableclo ths were spread
upon smooth and perfect green stretche s
of ground ; there were half a dozen waiters
to serve and every variety of cold food,
salads, sandwiches, cakes, ices, cold and
hot coffee, and an enormo us bowl of fruit
punch.
"Think of being able to eat such wonder - .
ful food, Charlot ta, and at the same time
to .look at one of the lovelies t views in the
world," Bianca murmu red. "I read somewhere that the name 'Potom ac' is an
Indian word and means 'people who come
and go.' I think most of us can come under
that definiti on these days. I wonder how
many states and countri es the people who
Sergean t
.a re togethe r here represe nt?
man
young
the
to
turned
Morris, " Bianca
"are
who was standin g just behind her,
you not proud of your ancestr y to-day?
Robert Morris and Washin gton were great
friends, were they not, and neighbo rs in
Philade lphia?"
The present Robert Morris smiled.
"Yes, I am proud, and after Colonel
Church ill's lecture some weeks ago I have
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been ashamed of my own failure to appreciate my blessings and have been working
so t hat my ancestors may not be ashamed
of me. If you have finished your lunch,
won't you walk down toward t he river
wit h me and let me tell you of my plans ?"
A moment Bianca hesitated; she had
promised not to leave Charlotta alone, yet
she could scarcely be regarded as alone
surrounde d by dozens of friends. Moreover,
Robert M orris was an especial friend of
hers and to refuse his request in the presence of so many persons would be most
ungracious .
A little later, returning to her former
place, Bianca discovered it occupied by
Lieutenan t Harper. Since the young officer's recovery and Charlotta' s heroism in
his behalf he had made no effort to conceal
his admiration and his gratitude.
" I am expecting to be well enough to
leave ' T he House of the Golden Wish' in
another few weeks," Bianca overheard him
announce. "Our affairs in Tennessee are
so muddled t hat the sooner I arrive to try
to straighten them out the better. · But
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one piece of good luck, Timot hy Bracke tt
has promise d to come along with us . He
is anxious to get away from city life and
try his hand at farming , and the one thing
Peggy and I still own is land. I have never
had much love for farming myself, but Dr.
.Clark advises that I lead as m uch of an
outdoo r life as possible for the next year
and let the law get on without me. So I
have persuad ed Bracke tt to go on with
his _ agricult ural studies and at the same
time try a few practica l experim ents on
some of our surplus land.
"The truth is I am everlast ingly gratefu l
to him for befriend ing Peggy and would like
to do whatev er I can to show our grat itude.
Peggy in New York City withou t friends
and withou t money and yet safe and restored
to me is cause for grat itude. But I want
to ask you, to whom perhaps I am even
more grateful , if I have no way of showing
it, if perhaps you will come down to Tennessee and make Peggy a visit? We own an
old farmho use where Peggy and I are intending to live and after a few months of getting
itlin shape, I think we could make you and
·Miss Pringle comfort able."
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"You are wonderfully kind," Charlotta
answered, "and perhaps if I don't return
home sooner than I originally planned I
may be able to accept. You see, I am very
fond of Peggy and was thinking if you had
not appeared that perhaps I might have
tried adopting her as a younger sister. I
have always wanted one."
This moment observing that Bianca
wished her former seat, Lieutenant Harper
was obliged to give up his place, although
his reluctance was evident.
As a matter of fact, Bianca later forgot
Charlotta's wish, so completely was she in
the dark concerning the reason for it. Yet
when luncheon was over and they were
hurrying to secure seats in order to hear the
speakers, Bianca found Charlotta not only
close beside her, but with one arm tightly
clutching her own.
~"I am not well, Bianca; please don't
speak of this to any one, but will you stay
with me outside the crowd? Do be careful
that no one else notices, it is not in the least
serious."
"Just the same I think I had better speak
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to Sonya," Bianca answered. Charlotta
had not been as strong since her splendid
effort at rescue, although insisting that she
was in no way affected.
A little later the two girls found themselves in an enchanted spot at some little
distance from the throng of spectators who
had gathered to hear the orators of the day.
They were under an old oak tree with a high
wall of box hedge concealing them on one
side and a great bed of red and yellow roses
at no great distance away.
The day was so warm and the earth so
dry that Bianca was lying at full length on
the ground; above her Charlotta was
perched in a low fork of the tree.
The girls were startled by the sudden
appearance of Major Hersey.
"Little Countess, I have been trying to
find an opportunity to- speak to you alone
all day. But you have avoided me."
He turned to Bianca.
"Am I asking too great a favor to suggest you leave us alone for a few minutes?
If you will walk over there by the rose
garden, I won't be long."
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Charlotta smiled but remained silent.
Bianca glanced up at her friend.
"It is as you wish, Charlotta. Shall I go
or stay?"
Charlotta had flushed, yet Bianca was surprised to hear her say in a tone of unaccustomed meekness, "Go, if you will, please,
Bianca."
A moment later Major Hersey, with head
uncovered, was pressing the friendly hand
which the little Countess had stretched
down to him from her tree-hammock.
"I can't and won't have you continue to
misunderstand me in this fashion,'' he announced in firm tones. "Irr fact, I can
scarcely believe you do misunderstand me,
it seems so incredible."
"There is nothing incredible and there is
nothing to misunderstand,' ' Charlotta ret urned. "I do understand perfectly. I
have been too frank in showing that I liked
you and you have been equally frank in
Ietting me know that you felt differently to
me. I am sorry, yet I can see no harm in
either. I suppose I ought to realize that
frankness is a mistake, yet it does not seem
possible for me."
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"Yet it does seem possible for you to be
obsti nate and slight ly stupi d, little Coun tess,'' Majo r Jimm ie return ed in a voice and
mann er not polite , yet one which was appar ently capab le of creat ing respect, since
Char lotta made no rejoin der.
"You must unde rstan d the situat ion.
You know I care for you more than you
can appre ciate. In fact, I have cared since
I saw you for the first time comin g towar d
me in your own home in Luxe mbur g, and
then of cours e a great deal more in Coble nz,
and more still, if it were possible, since our
unexp ected meeti ng at 'The Hous e of the
Gold en Wish .' But condi tions have not
chang ed since I said good- by to you befor e;
I rema in a poor army officer and you a
Coun tess and not a poor one, altho ugh you
have no great fortun e, thank Heav en !"
"Wh y shoul d you be grate ful for that? "
the little Coun tess asked , and Majo r Jimm ie
was unabl e to reply.
"I don't see why you must rema in always
a 'poor ' army officer," she added a mom ent
afterw ards, "I thoug ht you inten ded some
day to becom e a very great one. As for
lG

.
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money, I know army officers are never very
wealthy and that is why I am glad I have
a little fortune in my own name that my
father can do nothing about. Besides, what
does being a Countess amount to these days,
when Kings and Queens and Princesses are
disregarded? Sometimes since I have been
in the United States I have felt that perhaps
I am the most democratic person in the
country. After all, isn't it more important
to be a Red Cross girl than a Countess,
unless one can be both?"
The little Countess smiled to relieve the
seriousness · of her companion, who paid no
attention to her efforts.
"Don't you really in your heart, Major
Jimmie, believe that human beings only
count because of what they are able to do
and be themselves, and not because of what
other people have done for them?"
This was too straightforward Americanism to dispute. Major Jimmie nodded.
"Then you simply do not consider that I
will ever be able to do or be anything worthy
of your liking?" the girl added.
"Charlotta!" the young officer answered
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sternly . "One thing, I would never marry
a girl whese father would object to the marriage and would not consid er me worthy of
being his son-in- law."
"Then I think you have little proper
spirit and a great deal of false pride, Jimmi e
Hersey . But if you have me in mind, my
father would be deligh ted to have an
Ameri can son-in-law. He has said as much;
in fact, any son-in- law who would make me
obedie nt and well behave d. Would it be
too hard work? "
"I think I could undert ake that end of
it," Major Jimmi e answer ed. Then a· little
later: "See here, Charlo tta, in a few weeks I
am going away from 'The House of the
Golden Wish.' I am going West, where I
intend to get comple tely well. At the end
of that time I am coming to look for you
wherev er you happen to be in the United
States or in Europ e. If you st ill think you
care for me I shall see your father, explain
my positio n and find out his point of view.
I don't say I shall abide by it, but I'll find
out. In the meanti me you are to be absolutely free. You are the kind of girl nearly
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any fellow will be crazy about and althoug h
you arc over twenty- one in many ways you
are younge r than Bianca Zoli and can't
really know your own desires. I am four or
five years older, and you can be sure there ·
is no doubt of my feeling. I shall never
change ."
"I don't think we ought to keep Bianca
waiting alone any longer, Major Jimmie ,"
Charlo tta murmu red with a meekne ss of
tone she reserved only for the young officer.
Yet when Bianca had joined them she
added in a fashion that was far more characterist ic:
"Bianc a is my best friend, Major Jimmie,
and we are both Red Cross girls, so you
won't mind my confiding to her, will you,
that either I am engaged to you, or you are
engaged to me? We don't seem to be
engaged to each other, because we are to
wait another year to find out and in the
meantim e no one else is to know. Now let
us go back and hear the last speaker ."
Howeve r, the speakin g was about to close
and the young Americ an officer and two
Red Cross girls only arrived in time to
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test
liste n to a quo tati on from the grea
from
at
speech in the Eng lish lang uag e: "Th
othes e hon ored dea d we tak e increased dev
the
e
tion to tha t cau se for whi ch they gav
here
last full mea sure of dev otio n: tha t we
e
hav
high ly resolve tha t thes e dea d shall not
God ,
died in vain : tha t this nati on, und er
tha t
sha ll hav e a new birt h of freedom, and
for
gov ernm ent of the people, by the people,
h."
eart
the people, shall not peri sh from the

THE END

Th e Big Se rie s of Bo ys '
Bo ok s fo r 19 18

THE BRIGHTON BOYS SERIES
By Lieutenant Jame
s R. Driacoll

An entirely new series of Boy s'
Books which have their setti ng in
the Grea t War and deal with
patriotism, heroism and adve ntur e
that should mak e a stron g appe al
to American boys . The volumes
aver age 250 page s and cont ain four
illustrations each.
The BRIGHTON BOYS in the TRE NCH ES
The BRIGHTON BOYS with the SUB.MA
RINE
FLE ET
The BRIGHTON BOYS in the FLYING
CORPS
The BRIGHTON BOYS in the RADIO SER
VICE
The BRIGHTON BOYS with the BATTLE
FLE ET

12m o. Pric e per volu me, 75 cent s

THE JOH N C. WIN STO N CO., Pub lish ers
WINSTON BUILDING

PHILADELPHIA

The American Boy Series
By Edward S. Ellis
Books of stirring interest that are founded upon
and written around facts in American History and
American romantic achievement.

Each of the Serie9

haYe

Special Cover Deaigm

ALAMO SERIES

The Three Arrows
Remember the Alamo

OVERLAND SERIES

Alden, the Pony Express R.idez
Alden Among the IndillDll

BOY PATROL SERIES

Boy Patrol on Guard
Boy Patrol Around the Council Fire

How to Read Character in
Handwriting :.
BY MARY H. BOOTH
This work is au thoritat ive, interesting, and so .Popular as to appeal to
everyone.
Smee the earliest days
science has recognized the fact that
handwritin g is an index of character
and placed reliance on the deductions
from it. Criminals have been punished and accused men set free on tht:
strength of a scrap of h andwriting .
Knowledge of this mter<>Sting science
is imparted in a simple but thorough
manner in this new work by a recognized expert, and will prove of great
valu.: n ot only as a source of entertainment, but to business men, lawyers, students, bankers and
collectors of a u tographs.

ATTRACTIVE COVER, BOARDS ......... .... 60 cents

Palm istr y Mad e Eas y
BY THOMAS D. GRATZ
An authoritati ve work giving the
fundament a l principles in the language
of the hand in a clear and concise
manner. The study of Palmis try is a
most interesting and entertainin g subject to those who make it a study and
t o those to whom it may be t old. The
author has been a student of the hand
and its lines.
After digesting the
many works of a uthorities on the subject he has added many facts of his
own observation , present ing the principles of Palmistry in a new manner
and with a unique system of showing
the principles of the art, by illustrations of the human h and which is
easily understood and committed to
memory.

BOARDS, POCKET SIZE . ......... . . ........ 60 cents

THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers
PHILA DELP HIA, PA .

A PENNANT-WINNER IN BOYS' BOOKS!
Hugh S. Fullerton's Great Boob

The Jimmy Kirkland Series
of Baseball Stories
By HUGH S. FULLERTON
America's Greatest Baseball Writer. Author of
"Touching Second,'' Btc.

Combining his literary skill with his
unsurpassed knowledge of baseball from
every angle-especia lly from a boy's
angle-Mr. Fullerton has written a new
ser:es of baseball stories for boys, which
will be seized with devouring interest by
every youthful admirer of the game.
While the narrative is predominant in
these books, Mr. Fullerton has encompassed a large amount of practical baseball instruction for boys; and, what is of
greater value, he has shown the importance of manliness, spor-tsmanship and clean living to any boy
who desires to excel in baseball or any other sport. These
books are bound to sell wherever they are seen by boys or
parents. Handsomely illustrated and bound. 12rno. Clotb.
New and original cover design.

JIMMY KIRXI.AND OF THE SHASTA BOYS' TEAM
JIMMY KIRKLAND OF THE CASCADE COLLEGE TEAK
JIMMY KIRKLAND AND A PLOT FOR A PENKABT
Sold Singly or in Bo:red Sets

Price per volume, 75 ·c ents

THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers
WINSTON BUILDING

l'!m.ADELP BU

ASTERLING SERIES OF BOOKS FOR BOYS
The "Bell Haven" Series
By George Barton
The "Bell Haven" series is a group
of stories for boys depicting life in an
American preparatory school. They
are full of action from start to :finish
and will stir the red blood of every
youth. The characters are life-like
and based upon observation and an
intimate knowledge of school-boy life.
These stories are bright and original,
replete with plot interest, and out of
the beaten path. A distinctive cover design for
each book adds to the attractiveness of the series.
12mo. Cloth.

I. THE BELL HAVEN NINE
A Story of the Baseball Team

ll. THE BELL HAVEN EIGHT
A Story of the School Crew

m.

THE BELL HAVEN FIVE
A Story of the School Basketball Team

IV. THE BELL HAVEN ELEVEN
A Story of the School Football Eleven

Price per volume, 75 cents

THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers
WINSTON BUn.DING

PHILADELPHIA.

EVERY CHILD'S LIBRARY
Books "That Eveq Child Can

Read" for Four Reasons:
1

BetaaBe the subjects have all proved their lasting popu-

larity.
Because of the simple language in which they are written.
Because they have been carefully edited, and anything
that might prove objectionable for children's reading
has been eliminated.
4 Because of their accuracy of statement.
This Serles of Books comprises subjects that appeal to
1J.il young people. Besides the historical subj ects that are
necessary to the education of children, it also contains
standard books written in language that children can read
and understaud.
Carefully Edited. Each work is carefully edit ed by
Rev. Jesse Lyman Hurlbut, D .D., to make sure that the
style is simple and suitable for Young Readers, and to eliminate anythi ng which might be objectionable. Dr. Hurlbut's
large and varied experience in the instruction of young
people, and in the preparation of literature in language that
18 easily understood, makes this series of books a welcom&
Midition to libraries, reading circles, schools and home.
Issued in uniform style of binding.
2
3

Cloth, 12mo. IDustrated. Price, $1.00
LIST OP TITLBS
DICKENS" STORIES ABOUT CHILDREN. Every Child C&ll ~
LIVES OF OOll PRESIDENTS. Every Child can reed
LEATHER STOCKING TALES. Every Child can read
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. Every Child can read
STORIES ABOUT CHILDREN OF ALL NATIONS. EveryChildcanru4
STORIES 01' GREAT AMERICANS. Every Child can read
STORIES OF OUR NAVAL HEROES. Every Child cu read
STORY OF JESUS, THE. Every Child can read
6TORY OF OUR COUNTRY, THE. Every Child can rMAl
(Others in preparation)
CATALOOUa MAILED ON APPLICATION

THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishe,..
. WINSTOlf BUILDING

PHILADELPHIA

LAUNCH BOYS SERIES

Launch Boys' Cruise in the Deerfoot
Launch Boys' Adventures in
Northem Water&

ARIZONA SERIES
Off the Reservation

Trailing Geronimo
The Round Up

FLYING BOYS SERIES
The Flying Boys in the Sky

The Flying Boys to the Rescue

CATAMOUNT CAMP SERIES

Captain of the Camp
Catamount Camp

12mo.

Cloth.

Illustrated .

Price per volume, 'i5 cents

THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publisher s
WINSTON BUJLDING

PHILADELPH IA

Two New Books by Dr. Winfield Scott Hall
Dr. Hall's "SEXUAL KNOWLEDGE" is recognized
as the only work of the kind written by an accepted
authority and more satisfactorily covers the important
subject completely than any other book. Appeals
have been made to him to prepare books that treated
the subject separately from the standpoint of the boy
or girl by those who prefer placing books in the hands
of young people treating the side of the question that
concerns them individually. These new books have
been prepared to meet this demand.

YOUTH .AND ITS PROBLEMS
THE S:EX I,IF:S OF A MAN

BY WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, Pn.D., M.D.
Member Medical Faculty, Northwestern University, Fellow American Academ7
of Medicine, Fellow American Aslloci&tion for the Advancement of Scienoe.

To the youth. who hopes for vigorous aggressive young manhood;

to the young man who aspires to virile adult manhood this volume
is dedicated.
Cloth-12mo. 248 sraaes. Price $1.00 Net

GIRLHOOD .AND ITS PROBLBMS
THE SEX I,IF:E OF WOMAN

BY WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, PH.D., M.D.
in co-operation with

JEANETTE WINTER HALL
Author of Primer on Physiology, etc.

That the young woman may find here an answer to her un~essed questicns is the purpose of this book.
aoth-12mo. 210 pages. Price $1.00 Net

in the preparation of these two books the object of the author
is to make it evident to readers that wholesome information
clearly and simply imparted is a very great help to boys and girls,
guiding them unerringly along the path of right living, which
leads to that goal which all hope to reach-SUCCESS and
HAPPINESS.

